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Summary


Annabeth solves a long-standing problem.


Notes


Written for a round of Alphabet Drabbles at my LJ, where I was given a prompt for every letter of the alphabet.




xerophyte
-noun


1. Any plant suited for life in a habitat where water is scarce, such as in a desert or chaparral
He’d heard the door open and shut, but Percy was washing dishes and not really paying attention and didn’t realize she was standing directly behind him until he reached for a towel to dry.


“Hey,” he greeted, calling over his shoulder. “Did you have fun with my mom?.. You bought a cactus.”


This was a factual statement. He leaned against the counter and resisted the urge to reach out and touch it. It was definitely a real cactus. Annabeth had a strange, kind of manic look in her eye. Percy recognized it. It was the expression she had when she thought she’d found the solution to a long standing problem.


“I bought a cactus,” she agreed. “I was tired of you killing my plants every time I left for more than a week.”


“Oh come on,” he protested. “I only forgot to water one or two…” Percy trailed off at the fierce glare on Annabeth’s face.


“If you kill this one when I go to visit my dad next month,” she declared, dropping the cactus on the counter and wrapping her arm around his, “we are never having children.”


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!


























Character Study
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/243220.


Rating:
Explicit
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M
Fandom:
Percy Jackson and the Olympians & Related Fandoms - All Media Types
Relationship:
Annabeth Chase/Percy Jackson
Additional Tags:
Community: pjo_kinkmeme
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2010-11-30 Words: 1,355 Chapters: 1/1
Character Study
by ArtemisRae
Summary


Percy follows protocol. Annabeth doesn't mind.


Notes


For the pjo_kinkmeme, prompt "Cop!Percy/Annabeth, with handcuffs." Kind of sort of in the same universe as Making the Man?


Annabeth gets home before Percy – a fairly rare occurrence, seeing as between the two of them, Annabeth definitely exhibits more workaholic tendencies than Percy ever has – but he’s not far behind her, slamming into the house as she’s kicking off her heels and stripping her stockings down her legs.


Her breath catches when he appears in their bedroom – he’s still in uniform, which is not a sight she gets treated to often seeing as he usually changes before he gets home.


She loves Percy in uniform.


He wears it like a second skin, like it’s a natural part of him, the same way he wears Greek armor, and it highlights all of his best features: his dark hair, his broad shoulders, his narrow waist, his long legs. Annabeth has an artist’s eye, has spent years studying the lines of buildings and diagrams. Appreciating Percy is just as easy.


There’s a hard look on his face, which softens when he sees her. “Hey,” she says softly, padding across their carpet to kiss him, going up on tip-toe. “Rough day?”


Percy shrugs. “Lots of paperwork,” which is Percy-speak, she’s learned, for “Lots of calls today”. They’ve been keeping him busy.


“I’m so sorry,” she says lightly, reaching up to run her fingers through the grey streak in his hair, noticing how he leans into her touch. He sits down heavily on the bed when she goes to hang up her jacket, and when she turns around, catches sight of him – sitting with his feet flat on the floor, his shoulders slumped – she lets out a soft chuckle and crawls into his lap, straddling him.


Automatically, his arms come up around her waist, and she presses a kiss against his mouth, smiling against him as Percy’s mouth opens, drawing her in further. Heat flashes in her stomach and immediately pools between her thighs. When she pulls away he pants her name breathlessly, lets her pull him to his feet and place his hands on her waist, where her shirt is still tucked in.


“I’m glad you’re home,” she murmurs, a smile curling across her face. She’s terrible at this sort of thing, can’t help giggling when she teases. “There’s been a disturbance. I’d feel safer if you checked everything out.”


Percy, to his credit, keeps a straight face, his hands moving to pull her shirt from her waistband, already working the buttons off. “Let’s see what we have here,” he says, entirely serious but for the faintest hint of a smirk, and Annabeth feels the grin on her face grow even bigger, arousal swelling into an ache inside of her. She cranes her head to kiss him again, but Percy remains focus, even businesslike as he disrobes her: popping the buttons on her shirt, pushing it over her shoulders, unhooking her bra with only the smallest amount of fumbling and letting it drop to the floor.


Cool air washes over Annabeth’s chest, tightening her nipples, but Percy runs his hands down her hips and unzips her skirt. The only clue she has that she’s having any affect on him at all is the heat she can feel pressing against her thigh: his erection coming to life, wanting attention.


Before he can get her underwear off she winds her arms around his neck, angling to kiss him, but Percy only waits until she relaxes against him before he strikes; he moves so fast she barely has time to react, and the next thing she knows he has her bent over the footboard of their bed, cold metal ringing her wrist.


“Percy!” she exclaims, mostly by surprise. They’ve only experimented with tying her up once or twice, usually with scarves, never with his handcuffs. She didn’t even see how he got them out so fast. “What are you –”


“Shhh,” he murmurs, kissing her shoulder, slipping her other wrist into the cuff and snapping it shut. “Trust me, this is all protocol.”


Percy’s hands are large and warm, running down her stomach and back up her thighs; unconsciously, Annabeth raises her ass, her breathing unsteady as he kisses her neck and sucks gently at the pulse point below her ear.


When he presses his hips against hers she can feel him pulsing against her, and Annabeth can’t help trying to grind back against him, trying to help relieve the ache that is building between her legs. Percy slips a hand around her hip, between her folds, and Annabeth moans low in her throat, knows she has to already be slick and ready as he rubs slow circles around her clit, slips a finger inside of her. She tries to jerk her hands, wants to guide him to the proper spot, the right rhythm, but she’s firmly restrained against the footboard, helpless to do anything but cry out and rock her hips against his exploring fingers.


“Percy,” she pants, her forehead warm as she drops it on her hands, bracing herself against the footboard. “Please, there, right there.”


“Here?” Percy asks innocently, deliberately moving his finger, shifting into a different rhythm. Annabeth lets out a frustrated groan and bucks her hips, shuddering.


“Just – just –” she tries to tell him, but then Percy moves back to that spot, stroking over her clit and pressing in the right place, and her knees practically go weak with pleasure. “Oh right there. Right there. Don’t stop.”


He mercifully doesn’t this time, letting her fall over the edge, her voice ragged and her knees shaking as he keeps rubbing through the orgasm, until it almost hurts with how good it feels. She slumps over the footboard, convinced that he’s going to uncuff her so that she can fuck him proper, until she hears the zipper of his pants.


“Percy?” she asks, unsure. He hums in pleasure and leans over her. The buttons and pins of his jacket are freezing against her heated skin. She feels wet all over, sweating and dripping down her thighs. Percy’s hand is wet against her breast, cupping her gently and pinching her nipple.


He presses inside of her, and Annabeth initially tenses at the intrusion. He is hard inside of her, pressing right against the perfect place, and when he starts thrusting her eyes almost roll back into her head. Her hands scrabble against the chain, wanting to reach back and touch him, touch herself.


She can’t do anything though, only hold on as Percy controlls the rhythm, her tone rising in pitch as he hits that spot again and again. Percy has his hands on her hips so she can’t even press back against him, has to let him control the entire act, and the ache that has been dampened once already roars back to life inside of her so quickly it’s as if she hasn’t come at all. Once again she is shaking and desperate, nearly begging Percy to make her come.


“Come on,” she urges, “Keep going, right there, right there.”


Annabeth is surprised he can understand her with the way she’s moaning, practically sobbing with need, but Percy groans as he leans over her, picking up his pace. “Yes, Annabeth, yes,” he growls in a broken tone.


She feels like she’s going to fall apart if he doesn’t get her there; once again she pulls at the chains, letting out a frustrating whimper as they clink against the wood of the bed. “Percy please,” she begs. “Please.”


He takes pity on her then, slipping his hand between her thighs once again, almost down to where they’re connected. Skillfully he finds her clit, stroking firmly once, twice, and on the third pass she throws her head back and almost screams as her release erupts, Percy’s arm around her waist the only thing holding her up.


She’s limp as he finishes, shoulders heaving as she tries to catch her breath. Percy presses a kiss between her shoulder blades, his breath hot against her already heated skin. “You’re amazing,” he murmurs, and Annabeth chuckles in response.


“You too,” she replies, her voice still floaty and far away in the aftershock of her pleasure. “Now uncuff me before I break the bed.”
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Summary


Annabeth's thoughts in Mount St. Helens.


"Get out," Percy says.


And all you can think and say and breathe is - what?


What?


Because your heart is just breaking as he looks at you; his jaw is set and his face is full of determination, but you can tell by the way his chest rises and falls too quickly and the way his eyes are too bright, too sharp (too beautiful) that he's scared, he's terrified, and that hurts.


The lump in your throat makes it feel as though it's on fire, even without the heat and the lava from the volcano. Smoke must be billowing into your eyes, because they're suddenly watering, and -


And in that moment, it hits you -


It hits you -


That this could be the end.


Forget the monsters and swords and Titans and everything else in between that was so dangerous; forget the scares that made your stomach lurch like you missed a step going down stairs when you thought you might lose him. This time, you don't think - you know, you know he can't make it out of this even if he fights and fights and fights (and dies) -


But you can.


And if Percy doesn't make it out with you - well, you'll wish you're dead right along with him, won't you?


"I'm not leaving you," you say, and you mean it with all your being, all your soul.


"I've got a plan," Percy says. "I'll distract them. You can use the metal spider - maybe it'll lead you back to Hephaestus. You have to tell him what's going on."


And your heart snaps right in two, because his voice is just shaking all over and his hands are clenched into fists to stop their trembling and he doesn't have a plan, he doesn't. And the only thing that's going on is he's going to die.


You don't want to say it aloud: That'll make it a solid, irreversible fact, a truth that can't be unsaid, and it'll be real - but you've never been good at controlling yourself when it comes to him, and -


"But you'll be killed!"


You both wince at how harsh it sounds. It's getting harder for you to breathe.


"I'll be fine," he says, but he's lying, he's lying to you, he won't be fine, he'll be dead and not even Hades himself will bring him back, and suddenly his shaking stops, as if he's found a reason to be strong. "Besides, we've got no choice."


And he's not lying.


Because he's right, isn't he?


And lose a love to worse than death.


You can't fight prophecies.


And you hate him right now, for being right, for lying to you, for having the courage to do what he's about to do. You hate him for leaving you - and why can't he promise you what you promised him? Why does he have to abandon you just like everyone else?


Why does he have to say good-bye?


So -


Before you can change your mind -


Before it's too late -


You kiss him.


More than a peck but less than anything else, it wipes every thought from your mind as you try and try and try to tell him those things you can't tell him, want to tell him but can't, and you can taste the surprise and fear and farewell on his lips.


And then -


Before he can respond -


Before you lose your will -


You pull away. Percy's looking a little dazed, staring at you like he's never seen you before - and your chest constricts a little painfully, because this is the last time he ever will look at you.


The last time.


"Be careful, Seaweed Brain."


It's not going to change anything.


You sweep your hat on just in time to hide your tears -


And you turn -


And you run -


And you don't look back.


And you think that if you did use the spider right now, you wouldn't be scared, you wouldn't scream, because not even the longest, most painful, throat-tearing drawn-out yell could portray how scared you really are of this, of this running and running not looking back.


You're just heading out of the forge when it happens: an explosion that makes the walls tremble and the world tilt and twirl. You trip and slam your head into stone and air is ripped from your lungs; behind you, you look through a curtain of haze and the closing entrance and can see fire erupting in every direction.


Something inside of you dies along with him.


Your legs give out and you crash to the ground and you sit against the tunnel wall and you press your throbbing forehead into your knees and you lock your hands behind your head -


And you cry.


You let tears stream down your face and you cannot breathe at all and you're just gasping, gulping down nothing and nothing and nothing -


And this is the end.


And you shiver and shudder and shake, cry and wail and sob, left all alone in the Labyrinth.
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Summary


All Percy wanted to do was take Annabeth out for a nice, normal evening. He should have known better in hindsight.


Notes


Happy Yuletide Lunarknightz! I hope you enjoy. Thanks to minkhollow for beta-ing.


Percy fiddled with his laptop impatiently, trying to get it to connect, waiting for Annabeth to notice on her laptop that he was trying to get hold of her. Finally, after a minute, she must have noticed, as her face showed up in a little box on the screen. She looked tired; her face was smudged with paint and dust. However, despite her obvious exhaustion, she also looked happy. She had that glint in her eyes that she always had when she was doing something she really loved. She gave him a smile.


"Hey, Percy," Annabeth said.


"Hey," Percy replied, giving a crooked grin in response. "You're looking good."


"Don't lie." Annabeth huffed, blowing a strand of hair out of her eyes in the process, "I look like a mess. I've spent all day supervising construction in Olympus. I'm dirty and I smell."


"You can't smell over laptops," Percy quipped. "And you look fine."


"Any particular reason you wanted to talk to me, Seaweed Brain?" Annabeth asked; her sarcasm was friendly, though. "Or did you just want to compliment the dishevelled look I have going on?"


"Ah," Percy said, trying not to be nervous. He fought monsters for a living. He could ask his girlfriend out on a date. After all, they'd been going together for a couple of months now, hadn't they? "I just wanted to know if you were free Saturday."


"Well, I think we'll be through with the eastern portion by then, but we might have to measure some pillars for the new garden in the center park area," Annabeth said, frowning in concentration. She was clearly distracted, absorbed by her architectural work.


It would have been endearing if it hadn’t mean that Percy wasn’t going to see her.


"Oh," Percy said, trying to hide his disappointment. "It's just I don't get to see you that often, now that school's out again and you're putting every waking minute into getting Olympus back up and running. I mean, I can't even visit you. The Gods have this crazy idea that I might wreck the place."


Annabeth's eyes widened, "You mean you wanted to go out somewhere?"


Percy rolled his eyes. For someone so smart, Annabeth could be dense sometimes. "Yeah, of course I wanted to go out. I thought we could have a date. Do something normal together."


"Normal?"


"Well, yeah. Something that people our age do. Something that doesn't involve fighting mythical creatures and hoping that today isn’t the day that we die."


"I think I can make time for you, Percy. I don't think you should hold out for normal, though. Anything with you's going to be weird."


Percy stuck out his tongue at her, childishly. He was secretly relieved that she’d accepted his offer, though.


"Alright, Wise Girl. Maybe I won't take you out." Nothing wrong with playing a little hard to get, was there?


"Percy! Don't be that way."


"Relax, I was teasing,” Percy said, trying to make the face his mother always called the ‘lady killer.’ “So…Saturday…would you like to go to Jersey?"


"Jersey? Why can't you just take me out somewhere closer, maybe near the Empire State Building after I finish working on Olympus?"


"Simple. I'm taking you to Jersey because it's quite a drive. And that means that I will get to drive the Prius," Percy said with a smirk. Ever since he'd gotten his license, he looked for every excuse to take the car for a spin. He'd even tried to take it into battle once. He would’ve managed it as well, if Chiron hadn’t raised his objections. "You should see it. We finally got the hoof prints out."


"Fine, just don't get us killed."


"I'm an excellent driver, " Percy protested, "I've got hand-eye coordination, and everything."


Annabeth ignored that comment, " What, specifically, was your plan for Jersey anyway?"


"I thought we could eat at this really fancy seafood restaurant I found out about on the Internet. Then there's an aquarium, a boardwalk with all those silly games, and even a beach. It's all run by the same company and in the same complex of buildings. It’s new, too."


Percy opened up another tab in his laptop, and took a look at the website he'd just been looking at.


"’Sphinx Entertainment,’” he quoted, “'your one stop for fun on the Shore!' Sounds neat, right?"


"It...actually kind of does," Annabeth said, smiling, "I'm impressed, Seaweed Brain. You actually put some thought into this!"


“So?" Percy asked. "Is it a deal?"


"Sounds good. You can pick me up from the apartment my dad's renting while I do the work in Olympus. Say...5 pm, Saturday? That should get us enough time to get to Jersey before it's too late."


"Great," Percy said, rubbing his hands together in glee. "I'll talk to you soon, then. Bye, Wise Girl."


"See you around, Seaweed Brain," Annabeth responded, before the image of her leaned forward, clicked a button, and disappeared from Percy's laptop.


________________________________________


If anyone had asked him, he’d deny it, but Percy was a wreck on Saturday. He’d gone out with Annabeth before, but this was their first serious, adult date. He wasn’t taking her to see Zombie Blood II. He was taking her to a fancy restaurant, the kind where the menus didn’t show the prices in case that scared you off. He’d done a lot of research to find this place, and all of Sphinx Entertainment’s offerings, really. In fact, he’d done more work on this than on any single piece of schoolwork all year.


Percy’s commitment was even more evident in the fact that he’d asked for permission before borrowing the car, combed his hair and ironed the dark purple dress shirt he was wearing (only burning himself twice in the process, and that would heal, he was invincible after all), and finally, picked Annabeth up precisely on time. He didn’t even make a big deal out of the fact that she was wearing a skirt.


Not much of a big deal, anyway.


“What?” Annabeth asked, exasperated, after the hundredth time Percy had shot a sideways glance towards her as they road down Garden State Parkway.


“Nothing,” Percy said, returning his eyes to the road, “It’s just…I don’t think I’ve ever seen you in a skirt. It’s weird.”


“Weird?”


“No! Good. I mean. It’s girly.”


“You didn’t think I was girly before?” Annabeth asked, sounding more amused than offended.


“No. I mean yeah, I thought you were girly. I just thought you were the kind of girl who could kick my butt, though. This is good, too. I like it.”


Annabeth blushed. “You did say the restaurant was expensive. I was just dressing the part.”


Percy blushed himself, looked down, remembered that he was driving, and looked back up at the road again.


About an hour later, Percy found that they were pulling into a town that wasn’t so much a town as it was a trademark. Everywhere you looked, it said Sphinx. There was the Sphinx Hotel, Sphinx BBQ, Sphinx Club, Sphinx Gift Shop, Sphinx General Store, Sphinx Theater, Sphinx Arcade. All of these buildings were shiny, with bright paint that hadn’t yet been exposed to the pollution or humidity of New Jersey, and the bland, almost prefabricated architecture that said the whole thing had been built very quickly, very efficiently, and very recently.


“Well,” Annabeth said, looking through the Prius’ windows, “This is…uniform.”


“Yeah,” Percy said, “The website said that this town went bankrupt due to the recession, so the citizens voted to sell most of the land to Sphinx Entertainment to let them build up a vacation spot.”


“That’s kind of horrible,” Annabeth said.


“The citizens seem pretty happy.” Percy shrugged. “’Course, that’s just what the Sphinx Entertainment website says…”


Percy drove around until he found their first destination: Sphinx Seafood. Annabeth began to feel a little less anxious about their trip to Sphinxland when she saw it. Percy was right; it did look nice. The restaurant was populated by couples, most much older than Percy and Annabeth, but to the server’s credit, they weren’t made to feel uncomfortable, and were seated on the patio where they were favored by a nice ocean breeze and a piano player.


The food proved to be really good, as well, although Percy went with the turf rather than the surf. Ever since he’d found out he was Poseidon’s son, eating seafood seemed a little…cannibalistic. He didn’t say that to Annabeth, of course, who really enjoyed the shrimp scampi. He also didn’t mention that Annabeth looked really pretty, lit as she was only by the candlelight which flickered in the breeze as they sat on the patio. Instead, he talked with Annabeth about school, movies, TV - anything and everything that wasn’t Greek or to do with being a half-blood. They dared each other to order a bottle of wine to see if their waiter would let them have it without carding them. Neither of them did, though. They were both secretly afraid that they’d get caught, and then their adventure playing as normal grown-ups for the night would end and they would be seventeen-year-old half-blood outcasts again.


After a while Percy paid the bill and tipped the waiter. He and Annabeth made their way back to the car, with Annabeth holding his hand, leaning on him.


“Where do you want to go now?” Percy asked, trying to fight the urge to tilt his head a little and steal a kiss from Annabeth. Instead, he started, absurdly, to quote Sphinx Entertainment’s website. “Sphinx Entertainment aims to please! Visitors of all ages can enjoy the theater, aquarium, or shopping! Stay the night! Sphinx Entertainment has a five star hotel and a vivacious nightlife—“


“You should definitely check out the nightlife,” a voice said.


Percy and Annabeth both jolted and spun around to see where the voice came from.


The voice belonged to a guy a little older than Percy and Annabeth who had slicked back hair and pimples all over his face; he was wearing a white t-shirt and tight black jeans. In his hands, flapping in the wind, were a bunch of flyers.


“You gotta go to Sphinx Club!” he said, very enthusiastically, pressing flyers first into Percy’s hands, then Annabeth’s.


“Yeah, er, thanks,” Percy said, nearly letting his flyer be swept away by the wind, thinking of Grover, and then stuffing it in his pocket instead, “Maybe we’ll go.”


“No!” the pimply guy said. “You WILL go. You HAVE to go. The Sphinx Club. It’s super amazing.”


“We, uh, we don’t even know where it is, and we’re—“ Annabeth began, trying to be polite.


“It’s right over there,” the guy said, pointing to what was, by far, the biggest building. It was built like a warehouse, only most warehouses didn’t have massive neon lights flashing around them. “Can’t miss it. Biggest place in town.”


“Cool,” Percy said, trying to walk away, “Maybe we’ll check it out.”


The guy ran in front of Percy and Annabeth, blocking their path. “Just go. Please. Look, man, I know you think it’s lame, but my boss will kill me if you don’t go. You HAVE to go to this club.”


“We’re sorry about your boss—“ Annabeth said.


“PLEASE!” the guy said, his voice shrill, his eyes actually full of tears. “You don’t know my boss! Just go, okay?”


Annabeth and Percy glanced at each other, totally confused. This guy was seriously weird and obviously a fan of the hard sell technique.


“Okay,” Annabeth said, smiling politely in that way you smile reassuringly at toddlers and senile people. “We’ll totally go to Sphinx Club. It sounds awesome.”


“Thanks. Oh. God, yeah, thanks,” the guy said, relief all over his face.


Percy and Annabeth shared another look with each other, but the guy didn’t notice. Already his eyes were locked on another couple who had just exited the restaurant. He was already jogging into their direction, holding out a flyer and calling, “You guys should totally go to Sphinx Club!”


“That was weird,” Percy said, pulling the flyer out of his pocket and giving it another once over.


“Really weird.”


“Almost like a…my half-blood senses are tingling weird. A ‘we should check it out’ weird,” Percy said. “I mean, if you want to. I know I said normal, and normal is really good and…“


Percy trailed off; Annabeth had taken the clutch purse she had been carrying and unzipped it, and was showing him the contents. It was empty, save for a worn Yankees baseball cap and a knife.


Percy grinned, reached into the pocket of his dress khakis and pulled out what appeared to be a pen.


“You can take the camper out of Camp Half-Blood,” Percy started.


“But you can’t take Camp Half-Blood out of the camper,” Annabeth finished.


________________________________________


Three hours waiting in line put a damper on any excitement Percy might have found in the thought of fighting something big and scary that might be behind Sphinx Entertainment’s operations. All the adrenaline had pumped out of his body, and Percy was beginning to think that they shouldn’t have bothered with trying to get into Sphinx Club and instead taken a walk on the beach. However, the young man’s genuine fright at the thought of his boss made Percy determined to check this out. He was stubborn. Some might call that a “fatal flaw.”


However, waiting in line, packed like sardines next to a bunch of other young adults, listening to the pounding music - it was all starting to wear a little thin.


Annabeth was clearly thinking the same thing, “You sure this is a good idea, Percy?”


“No,” Percy admitted, “but that was weird. Really weird. I want to check it out.”


“What if they don’t even let us in? It might be over-18 or over-21.”


“I’ll find a way in,” Percy said. Many a teacher had reminded him that he was a juvenile delinquent. He just might have to prove it. “We just check it out and leave.”


“Are you sure this isn’t one of those times where you do things before you think about them and then we’re in deadly danger before you know it?”


“I don’t do that!”


“You do that all the time.”


“But,” Percy protested, frowning, “I don’t do it intentionally.”


Annabeth rolled her eyes, but she was smiling at him.


Just then, the line shuffled forward. Percy hadn’t been paying attention, but now the only thing standing between him and the entrance was a burly security guard.


“Hello,” Percy said, because he talked too much when he was nervous. “My name’s Percy.”


The security guard shot a glare at him, put a hand up to the earpiece in his ear and then mumbled something, turning away from Percy as he did so.


“Maybe we should just try to sneak past him straight off the bat,” Percy whispered to Annabeth.


“Couldn’t hurt,” Annabeth admitted, pulling out her Yankees cap. “You wanna be the distraction, Seaweed Brain?”


Percy really didn’t. The guy was about 6’3’’ and stacked. He’d fought Gods and bathed in the River Styx, but that didn’t mean that a punch wouldn’t hurt. Still, this would be their chance.


“All right,” Percy nodded, before stepping towards the guy. “Hey, shit-breath!”


“WAIT!” the security guard bellowed, flinging both his arms out, one catching Annabeth before she got her cap on, the other catching Percy. “You can’t go in yet. Go in when I tell you.”


“Real smooth,” Annabeth hissed.


“I—um—what?” Percy asked, looking dumbfounded.


“You go in when I tell you. Not till then. Just hold on a bit. Wait until I’m told I can let you in.”


“Aren’t you going to card us?” Percy asked, because, again, he couldn’t shut up when he was nervous.


Now it was the guard’s turn to look nervous. He actually shuffled his feet and examined his hands. “No. I. Yeah. No carding. Stop asking questions! I’m just doing what my boss says.”


Percy glanced back to Annabeth again.


Annabeth raised an eyebrow. “It just got weird again, didn’t it?”


“Yep,” Percy nodded, unable to contain his smile.


The security guard went stiff all of a sudden, putting his hand to his earpiece. “Huh, yeah? Let the next group in? Really? That was quick. Must’ve been dumb. Yeah, I get it. They’re all dumb.” He locked eyes with Percy and Annabeth. “You two. You the next group?”


Percy nodded.


“Right. Go on in,” the security guard said.


Percy led the way in, pretending that he didn’t notice Annabeth had a hold of his hand and was squeezing it tightly. After being under the flashing neon lights and the night lamps outside the club, stepping into the dark of the club itself was disorienting. Percy was blinded, temporarily, before his eyesight adjusted to the dimly lit club. He blinked a few times. The first thing he understood was why the Sphinx Club was housed in a giant warehouse. The second thing he understood was who was behind Sphinx Entertainment.


In front of him was the gigantic face of a woman, a face at least ten feet tall. The woman was blonde with high cheekbones, a prominent nose, and a haughty look. She also had the body of a lion, over which were folded giant, silky looking wings that would have made Blackjack jealous.


“Oh,” Percy said. “Sphinx.”


“That’s me, darling,” the Sphinx said, smiling and waving a giant paw at him.


“I thought you were Egyptian,” Percy said.


The Sphinx shrugged, her giant lion’s shoulders bunching her blonde hair around her neck. “I travel.”


“To Jersey?” Annabeth asked.


“It’s a living.”


Percy, sick of this talk, took out Riptide, uncapped it, and watched as the sword sprang forth from its hilt. “Not anymore it’s not.”


“Oh, that’s delightful timing you have. I do love a witty hero.”


“Percy, don’t,” Annabeth said, putting a hand on his shoulder as he was about to charge at the Sphinx.


“What?” Percy asked, bewildered, turning to face Annabeth, “She’s a giant monster. I’m a hero. I kill her. That’s how this works.”


“Not this time, love,” the Sphinx laughed. She had a beautiful laugh, really. She was quite attractive, as far as women with wings and lion’s bodies went.


Annabeth shook her head. “Don’t you know the story of the Sphinx?”


“Not…really,” Percy admitted.


“The Gods sent the Sphinx down to punish Thebes. The Sphinx then began feeding on all the youths until a hero came. The way it works is that the Sphinx can eat you unless you beat her by answering her riddle correctly,” Annabeth explained.


“And then what?” Percy said.


“And then I throw myself off a cliff, or something suitably dramatic,” the Sphinx shrugged. “The Gods work in mysterious ways. But I am an honorable creature, so them’s the rules. You answer my riddle correctly, I kill myself. You answer incorrectly, I make you into dinner. Well, another dinner.”


The Sphinx paused to let out a very unlovely burp. “Kids these days. So stupid. And greasy.”


“What if we don’t want to play your game?” Percy asked defiantly.


“Then I eat you.” The Sphinx shrugged. “I’m super fast, and I’m always hungry. You don’t want to mess with me, love.”


Percy was a little infuriated, but he had a good idea of what he was dealing with here. If she was anywhere near as fast as some other monsters he’d met, it might be better just to answer the riddle and be done with it, rather than to wait if invincibility meant that he’d still be conscious while being digested.


“Fine, Annabeth will answer your riddle.”


“Oh, no, no, no, no, no,” the Sphinx said, tossing her hair. “I know a child of Athena when I see one. I’m going with you - the dumb, shouty one.”


“You can’t do that—“ Percy protested, moving again to charge.


Before he’d done anything, he was trapped under a paw. He instantly worried about Annabeth, imagining she was suffering from a similar fate. Riptide had flown out of his hand when he was crushed against the floor and was just out of reach. She really was fast. “This is how it works: if you don’t answer, I eat both of you; if you answer incorrectly, I eat both of you; if you answer correctly, I go jump off a cliff. Now. How dumb and shouty are you really?”


Percy mumbled, “I’ll answer your riddle.”


“Good,” the Sphinx said, lifting her paw. As he stood, Percy saw that Annbeth had been pinned under the Sphinx’s tail.


“Are you all right?” Percy asked, rushing towards her.


“Yeah, I’m fine,” Annabeth mumbled, pushing her hair out of her eyes, before giving Percy a hug. “You can do this, Percy. It’s just a riddle.”


Percy nodded seriously, not entirely letting go of Annabeth as he turned to face the sphinx. “Alright. What’s your riddle?”


The sphinx smiled coolly, showing teeth that didn’t belong in a face that was otherwise so human. “What goes on four legs in the morning, on two legs at noon, and on three legs in the evening?”


Annabeth squeaked and clapped her hand over her mouth when she heard the riddle.


“Don’t tell him,” the Sphinx bellowed, “or I eat you both.”


Percy glanced from Annabeth to the Sphinx and back again. “You know this, don’t you?” Percy said to Annabeth; she still had her hands clapped over her mouth, but she nodded, eyes wide. “Not just that…but you didn’t think about it. You’d heard it before. So…so…I mean.”


“Wait,” Percy said, turning to face the Sphinx full on. “Thebes. Not the Egyptian Thebes, but the Greek Thebes. I may have only been half-listening in class, but I was listening. I know this too! The Riddle of the Sphinx. They taught us this in school. It’s a stupid riddle, ‘cause it’s not really a riddle. You have to believe that a man’s life is like the morning, noon, and night,” Percy shook his head, “That’s stupid. Not as stupid as using the same riddle that you’re famous for thousands of years afterwards, but pretty stupid.”


The Sphinx’s eyes widened. “No,” she whispered.


“The answer is man,” Percy said, grinning, “A man crawls when he’s born, walks when he’s an adult, and when he’s old, he uses a cane. Four, two, and three legs.”


“NO! You shouldn’t know that!” the Sphinx moaned, rearing up on her hind legs. “No one reads the Classics anymore! I should’ve been safe!”


Percy and Annabeth both backed up, avoiding the Sphinx’s massive paws as her wings began to flap. The building began to shake as, with a great scraping sound, the Sphinx flew off, taking the warehouse’s ceiling with her. Percy crouched down over Annabeth protectively as the debris from the ceiling rained down upon them. He took the chance to look up. Flying in the inky night sky was the Sphinx. She was whirling around in apparent consternation, bellowing at the top of her rather sizable lungs, “Heroes! I hate heroes! AUGH! Where am I going to find a cliff in New Jersey!?”


She disappeared from site a couple of minutes later, but Percy could still hear the screaming and pandemonium outside.


Percy turned to Annabeth. “Let’s get out of here.”


Percy and Annabeth ran off in the opposite direction from which they’d come. The last thing they needed was to talk to the security guard again. They made their way through the building until they found a fire exit toward the back. They ran out the fire exit, as Percy tried not to think about why a building housing a massive Sphinx even needed a fire exit in the first place. Percy and Annabeth kept running until they almost ran out of land. Percy paused to catch his breath and looked around him. They were on the beach, under a pier, the pier that probably housed Sphinx Boardwalk.


“Nice,” Percy said, grinning tiredly at Annabeth, huffing and puffing from the running. “A walk on the beach. Romantic. Normal.”


“Yeah, normal,” Annabeth said, unable to contain her giggles.


Before they could stop themselves, they were both laughing, falling on each other, leaning against one of the massive wooden pillars that held up the boardwalk.


“Did you get Riptide?” Annabeth asked.


“No,” Percy said. “Which means it should be in my pocket again, right…about…now.”


Percy pulled the pen out of his pocket, and Annabeth laughed again.


“I’m sorry things didn’t turn out normal,” Percy said after a few moments of silence.


“Actually,” Annabeth said, turning to face Percy, making Percy realize how close they were sitting together, “from what I’ve seen of it, normal seems kind of boring.”


Percy could feel Annabeth’s breath on his face. They were so close, shoulder-to-shoulder and half turned towards each other. He threw caution to the wind and leaned in and kissed her like he’d wanted to do all night - fervently, thoroughly, and with tongues. A nice, normal kiss.


Eventually they broke off the kiss. Annabeth lingered close to him for a moment, then rested her head on his shoulder.


“I don’t think Sphinx Boardwalk is going to be sticking around too much longer now that its supernatural financial backer has gone,” Annabeth said, her cheek pressed against the soft fabric of Percy’s dress shirt.


“Yeah, me neither. I think they’re probably evacuating the whole place. No carnival games for us.”


“No,” Annabeth said quietly.


“I did promise you a walk on the beach, though,” Percy said, hesitantly. “And we are on a beach. How would you like a walk?”


Annabeth lifted her head from Percy’s shoulder, smiled at him, and kissed him on the cheek. “I would love a walk, Seaweed Brain.”


“Excellent,” Percy said, getting to his feet, and offering her a hand to help her up. “Let’s walk. If you’re lucky I might even show you the trick to surfing without a surfboard.”


“Is that one of those tricks that can only be accomplished when you’re the son of Poseidon?” Annabeth asked, amused, as they began to walk down the beach, their interlaced hands swinging between them.


“It might be, Wise Girl,” Percy said, “It might be.”


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!




























A Thrill of Hope
Posted originally on the Archive of Our Own at http://archiveofourown.org/works/243225.


Rating:
General Audiences
Archive Warning:
No Archive Warnings Apply
Category:
F/M, Gen
Fandom:
Percy Jackson and the Olympians & Related Fandoms - All Media Types
Relationship:
Annabeth Chase/Percy Jackson
Character:
Sally Jackson
Language:
English
Stats:
Published: 2010-12-19 Words: 3,726 Chapters: 1/1
A Thrill of Hope
by ArtemisRae
Summary


Sally reaches out to Annabeth, who finds herself coaxed into spending Christmas with Percy's family.


Notes


Christmas fic! Because I wanted to fic some of Annabeth's parental issues and also write Sally and Annabeth actually bonding, but I think what I ended up writing was some ridiculous fluffporn. (Which is not the same thing as fluffy porn, although it contains about the same amount of plot as your basic porn fic)


See the end of the work for more notes
***




Percy’s room is chilly in the early November evening. Annabeth can’t decide if it’s because Percy is becoming immune to the discomfort of extreme weather, or if he’s hoping that a chilly room will make her want to snuggle up to him.


It does, but that’s about all they’re doing. They started off kissing, and touching, happily greeting each other at the end of another school week that kept them apart more than they’re really comfortable with, but while Percy’s shirtless at the moment he’s tucked up against her side, dozing off with his face buried in the warm space her arm makes against the pillow. She’s on her laptop, entirely unsure how they’d gotten to this point, but suspecting it’s ADHD related. Her shirt is still on, and Annabeth sometimes thinks Percy gets distracted trying to work off all the buttons on her school uniform Oxford shirt.


She glances at the clock. It’s 6:24 in the evening. No matter if Percy is dozing now, she suspects they’ll be making out again by 6:30. They’re still searching for a routine with the school year messing up their schedules, but Annabeth is comforted knowing that some things never change. Percy can be distracted from her, but not for long.


As if he can hear her thinking his name, Percy stirs. “Whatcha doing?” he mumbles into her arm.


“Looking up flight prices to visit my dad for Christmas break,” she answers easily, clicking the tabs between Priceline and Travelocity. She usually gets a better deal at Travelocity by entering the HERMES code at checkout, but it’s still pretty expensive to fly around the holidays, even when she tries to look for flights out of Newark. Despite not being thrilled with the idea of a packed airport, she feels compelled to see her family – years ago, she wouldn’t have given it a second thought, but she realized a few weeks ago that she hasn’t seen them since the previous Thanksgiving, having spent her winter and spring breaks with Percy and her summer break at Camp.


Percy inhales sharply and tenses. She can feel it, every muscle pressing against her going rigid. “What?” she asks, tilting her head over her shoulder and looking down at him.


He sits up abruptly, his eyebrows furrowed. “You’re going home for Christmas?”


“I was planning on it,” she responds, unsure of exactly where the disbelieving look in his face has come from. “I haven’t been there since last fall, remember?”


“Yeah, but,” Percy licks his lips and runs a hand through his messy hair, a pouty, thoughtful look on his face. “I thought you could stay here for Christmas this year.”


She blinks at him, her stomach curling. Sally and Paul are wonderful to her, and she feels comfortable in their home, but being invited as a guest? And during such an intimate family time? Annabeth grimaces. “I don’t know Percy. The dorm’s shut down. Only a couple of girls who don’t have homes are allowed to stay.”


“You can stay here,” Percy says eagerly. Annabeth twists her mouth in response, and Percy must sense that she isn’t entirely convinced, because he reaches out and takes one of her hands in both of his. “Please, Annabeth? You’ve never been in the city for Christmas before, have you? Christmas in New York City!”


She still must not look convinced – she certainly doesn’t feel convinced – because Percy barrels on eagerly. “You have to stay Annabeth,” he pleads, “My mom bought you a present!”


The words hit her like a wave of cold water. For a moment she sits there and gapes at Percy – and then the panic sets in. “Your mom got me a present?” she demands, sitting up straight, her eyes wide. “What kind of present? Is it a nice present? I don’t have anything for her!”


Percy stares at her. Then he slowly reaches over the side of his bed, picking up his shirt and pulling it over his head. “It’s – I don’t know. It’s a present. She didn’t want me to tell you. She doesn’t want anything back.”


“Why would she get me a present?” Annabeth demands. The thought makes her nervous – why would Sally get her a present? She knows Sally likes her, doesn’t mind her dating Percy, thinks highly of her because she’s smart and a good fighter and has helped Percy, but didn’t realize Sally thought of her like that.


Percy gives her a funny look. “Because she loves you,” he says simply.


She’s not on the receiving end of this look very often – though the gods know she shoots it at Percy at least three times a day, through text message if necessary. It’s the how did you find something so stupid worth saying out loud look, and she’s not used to seeing it reflected on Percy’s pale skin and in his sea green eyes.


There’s a feeling in her stomach – a widening pit, like she kind of wants to throw up a little bit. Some part of her wants to refuse, wants to insist she should go see her dad and his family, doesn’t want to risk the potential awkwardness that would be spending Christmas with Percy’s family or face the total heartbreak if the worst case scenario happens and she does something stupid and pushes them all away forever.


But an even bigger part of her wants this, wants this more than almost anything on the planet, because she loves spending time with the Jackson-Blofis family, loves their cluttered apartment and the way it’s always warm and lived-in. Paul always asks her what she’s reading in her literature classes, and offers advice about essays, and Sally, who’s spent years working the cash register at the candy store, is a whiz at math and wants to help her with homework and sometimes it’s all so normal Annabeth can scarcely believe it’s real. Sometimes she’s terrified she’ll wake up, find herself underwater, broken of a Siren song again.


She swallows hard. “Okay,” she relents, and the look on Percy’s face, the way he lights up, the grin spreading across his cheeks and crinkling his eyes, makes all of her anxiety completely worth it. “Okay, I’ll stay. I’ll call my dad, and tell the school.”


Percy’s still smiling when he kisses her; instinctively, she smiles to match his, and as they fall back onto the bed together, his arms locked around her waist, she sneaks a peek at the clock.


6:31.


***


“Hm…” Sally is murmuring as she paws through the shoe box, the sound of metal clinking softly against the buzzing of the kitchen light above them. “We have enough stars. How about Christmas trees?”


“We have one batch of Christmas trees,” Annabeth replies, looking up from the rolling pin to half-heartedly blow a piece of hair from her eyes. “What else do you have?”


“Angels?” Sally asks, holding up a bell shaped cookie cutter.


Annabeth peers over her shoulder, lips pursing in thought. “Angels are nice,” she concedes, “but blue wreaths might be better.”


Sally grins. “Yes!” She hands Annabeth the box, and returns to the stove where she’s boiling a pot of water to eventually melt chocolate in.


They’ve been at it all afternoon. Annabeth’s Christmas break started the day before, while Percy is finishing out finals this week. Her and Sally are alone in the apartment, and have been baking since lunch. The kitchen smells delicious, and Annabeth has managed to neither put her foot in her mouth nor set anything on fire. It isn’t that she’s bad at cooking – it’s that she’s never had to learn before. Camp has always given her food.


But it’S easy, with Sally showing her. Unconsciously, Annabeth finds herself looking forward to every batch of cookies out of the oven, finds herself wanting to show Sally that they are perfect.


And it gives her an excuse to avoid Sally’s questions and insinuations. Nothing too weird, like anything about Percy. But Annabeth knows adults too well, and knows exactly where Sally’s leading when she asks, “Didn’t you bake for Christmas back home?”


There are some things Annabeth does not want to talk about. Like about Christmas, and how this is the first time she’s cared about it in years, because it isn’t like camp celebrated and back home…


She picks up the rolling pin to inspect the dough, checks to see how thick it is, to see if it’s ready to cut shapes out of. There’s a pan covered in foil next to her, ready for her to lay the cookies on, and she realizes suddenly that Sally has gone quiet.


Annabeth turns around, and watches Sally at the stove, stirring the chocolate block as it melts. Her dark eyes are locked on the pot, the corners of her mouth quirked as she licks her lips. “My mother,” she finally says, her eyes still watching her hands stir, “My mother didn’t really like chocolate.”


Annabeth is silent. She’s never heard Percy mention grandparents before; he told her once a long time ago that Sally was an orphan.


“She liked good chocolate,” Sally amends. “Homemade, from a real candy store. She didn’t like the pre-packaged, store-bought stuff. Didn’t even like Hershey’s. She called it cheap chocolate.”


Annabeth opens her mouth to say something – she has no idea what, how do you even respond to that? – when Sally continues. “When I was married to Gabe, he would always ask for these cookies,” she says, nodding at the dense balls of cookie dough that she’s dipping into the chocolate. “He loved these. And, you know, I wanted to keep him happy.” She looks up, makes eye contact with Annabeth, and there’s a strange look in her dark eyes. Annabeth is used to worry in those eyes, or warmth, or kindness, or that kind of happy exhaustion that only a mother can achieve. Sally’s eyes are hard as steel, glittering in the fluorescent light of the kitchen. “But I only used cheap chocolate for Gabe’s cookies.”


She smiles then, and there is the warm look Annabeth is more used to. “For me and Percy, we got the good chocolate,” she says quietly, a tone of satisfaction in her voice.


Annabeth bites her bottom lip, because she’s thinking less about Sally Jackson, quietly separating out cookies by good chocolate and cheap chocolate, and more about her stepmother offering to let her help with cookies, and the inevitable mess as Annabeth got bored and mixed up directions and, of course, those were her brother’s favorite cookies which meant it was the end of the world, and the story is right there on the top of her tongue, a dam in her chest about to overfill with water, when the front door slams open and she hears Percy gleefully inform Paul, “Cookies!”


Instead she snaps her mouth shut, and practically bolts into the living room to greet Percy, silently reminding herself to wipe up the trail of flour that follows her from the kitchen.


***


Sally Blofis’ favorite version of Jingle Bells is the one sung by Ella Fitzgerald. Annabeth has never heard it before today, but since they’ve dragged all the boxes out of their storage space in the basement and started to assemble the Christmas tree and decorate the living room it’s come over the stereo at least three times.


When it picked up again she turned and looked at Sally questioningly, only to be met with a small, embarrassed giggle. “It’s a mix CD. Paul made it for me. He knows how much I like this song. I think it’s on there five times total.”


The living room is in total disarray, boxes scattered and the tree propped up in the corner. They own a fake, but Sally insists that’s only because the branches from real trees aren’t strong enough to hold up her glass ornaments. She takes stringing lights very seriously; there are three or four strands spread out across the carpet, intermingling and mixing colors and throwing funny shadows on the ceiling.


It’s the first time her and Sally have been alone since the afternoon they baked cookies; she hadn’t told Percy what his mother revealed about Gabe, nor had she brought it up again in conversation with Sally.


She’s thinking about it though – it’s hard not to, given the glimpse into Percy’s life before he arrived at camp. It isn’t like she doesn’t know that he had it rough – he talked about switching schools, and living with Gabe, but she noticed a long time ago that he never really went into detail about it; he always turned the conversation back to Sally, and how hard she worked to take care of him.


“Colored lights first?” Sally asks, holding up one strand. “Or white lights?”


Annabeth considers, twisting her lips and stepping back to look the tree over. “White lights first,” she finally suggests. “If you put them a little farther back on the branches, they’ll give a nice sort of background glow for the color lights.”


Sally looks up from the floor, considering, before she nods in agreement. “I like that,” she comments, scrambling to her knees so she can reach the lower branches.


Annabeth steps to the other side to help, and as the strains of O Holy Night start wafting through the living room quietly, she takes a deep breath and says in a soft tone, “Christmas was why I left.”


She hears the rustling of the branches stop suddenly; the room is entirely quiet except for Josh Groban crooning faaaaaaaall on your kneeeeeees and mentally Annabeth finds herself filling in the words along with the stereo, anything to really keep from thinking about what she’s just said out loud.


Then she sees Sally’s dark eyes peering at her from around the edge of the tree. “What was that?”


The strand of lights in her hand has somehow become tangled. She stares at the knot, trying to straighten it out, not wanting to see the look on Sally’s face as she spills: “Christmas was why I ran away from home. When I was seven.”


She’s never told anybody but Thalia and Luke the entire version of this story; for most people, I ran away when I was seven because fighting freezing temperatures and horrible monsters was a better alternative usually suffices.


“It was my brothers’ first Christmas,” she says quietly. It was the first time in her young life she could remember not enjoying Christmas the way all the other kids seemed to; just one more way she was different from everyone else. She didn’t want to be home though. It seemed like ever since the twins were born she spent all of her time at home in trouble. “And Christmas morning when we woke up to open presents my dad opened the door to let the dogs out and a basilisk got in.”


Sally’s eyes are big, but now that Annabeth has started telling the story she can’t stop. “It tore through the house, tore up the tree, destroyed all of the Christmas presents. My stepmother grabbed up the boys and ran upstairs and left me and my dad to try to deal with it, and by the time we did it had messed up everything - our kitchen, our dining room… almost the entire first story of the house.”


Even now, the part of her brain versed in architecture can barely comprehend how much structural damage had been caused to her house. It must have cost her parents a small fortune to repair. She lookes at Sally and shrugs helplessly. “I got into trouble, my parents got into a fight. I ran away the next night. That’s why I ran away.”


Sally looks stunned, like Annabeth’s just hit her in the face, or announced that she’s pregnant or something. She feels herself flush, the tips of her ears burning, when her brain orders her to distract Sally, tell her something happy.


“After Luke and Thalia found me,” she blurts out, “they wanted to do something for me, so Luke stole an entire pie from a bakery window. I still have no idea how he did it. I don’t even think Hermes himself could have done it, but we went back to our hideout and split the thing into three pieces and ate the whole thing in one sitting.”


Annabeth is talking too loud, too quickly, and she knows it. She’s Greek, she was raised at Camp Half-Blood, there were classes in debate and she’s directly descended from some of the greatest orators in history, but she’s talking too loud, and too fast, her voice pitched higher than normal. “I almost threw up, my stomach hurt so badly, but it was the best night ever.” It actually was one of her best nights ever, one of those memories that she returns to when she’s upset and cocooning herself in safe thoughts like a child might wrap themselves up in blankets.


Instead of laughing or smiling like she’s hoping, Sally sits back, her knees collapsing, and presses the heels of her hands into her eyes.


Time stops.


Oh gods. Oh gods. Sally’s crying, and Annabeth is helpless to do anything but watch. She’s going to have to explain to Percy, and then she’s going to die, and at camp when they burn her shroud Chiron will give a speech about Annabeth Chase, who took on Kronos but died of awkward when she made her boyfriend’s mother cry.


Annabeth takes a cautious step towards Sally, entirely unsure if she should say something or make a break for the door, but Sally climbs to her feet and reaches for her, wraps her arm around Annabeth’s shoulders and pulls her close.


She sniffles, but there is only the barest hint of a shake when she smiles and says quietly, “I’m so glad Percy found you.”


Annabeth is limp in her arms. Part of her wishes more than anything that she could take back the story she’s just told – but there’s another part of her that’s satisfied in a way she hasn’t felt in years, a warmth in her chest that’s been missing so long she hadn’t realized it was gone. Finally she smiles and returns the embrace cautiously. “Me too.”


***


Annabeth is woken up on Christmas morning by Percy shaking her shoulder, calling her name urgently. She groans and rolls over, spying the alarm clock sitting on Percy’s bedside table.


“It’s only six Seaweed Brain,” she mumbles, snuggling back into the warmth of the covers of his bed. “I know for a fact your mother said you weren’t allowed to wake us up until eight. Go back to the couch.”


“Annabeeeeth,” he whines, half-heartedly rocking against her shoulder again, “It’s Christmas! Come on, get up!”


“I’m tired,” she complains, her voice half-muffled by the pillow. “We were up late last night.” It was true. They had a late dinner, and then stayed up telling stories by the light of the Christmas tree alone. Paul could recite from memory some of the worst papers that have ever been submitted to him, and Annabeth told some stories about breaking in new campers; they went to bed well after midnight, smiling and exhausted.


The mattress dips under Percy’s weight as he kneels on the edge of the bed and slips icy fingers under the edge of the covers, against her neck. Annabeth yelps and glares at him, unamused.


He’s smirking at her. “Come on,” he promises, holding out a hand. “I’ll make you coffee.”


With a sigh she allows herself to be led from bed and down the hallway to the living room, where Percy has already plugged in the Christmas tree. Curling up at the end of the couch, she pulls Percy’s still-warm pillow into her lap, her eyes sleepy and barely open.


Percy’s banging in the kitchen, letting drawers slam shut and utensils clang together; she’s entirely unsurprised when she hears footsteps behind her. Sally looks resigned, drawing her robe tight around her body and sitting close to Annabeth on the couch. Annabeth gives her a look; when they make eye contact she smiles and rolls her eyes. “I know, I know.”


Paul appears holding a tray of coffee cups, and Percy practically dives to the floor to divide out the presents. It’s hard not to be charmed at the sight of him, smiling a mile wide and tearing through the presents like a five-year old; he’s completely relaxed in this moment, free of the burden of being the Invulnerable Hero of Olympus, something she knows weighs on him more than he’d like to admit.


“It’s Annabeth’s turn!” he declares, dropping a box into her lap. “That’s from my mom.”


Annabeth looks down at the box, then up at Sally, who smiles and nods encouragingly. Slowly, she lifts up one corner of the wrapping paper, only to hear Percy snort impatiently. “Come on, you Athena wimp,” he urges. “Tear the paper!”


She scowls at him, but listens – a few quick rips, and Annabeth is blinking down at the gift in her lap. “An iHome?” she asks uncertainly, glancing between it and Sally.


“For your iPod, at school,” she says, sipping her coffee. “I heard that the kids in the dorm put them in the bathroom. I know you’re not going to college until next year but I figured you could use it now…”


Instantly she recalls Percy telling her once that Sally was taking some classes but had never been given the opportunity to go to college properly; something indescribable rises up in her chest, and Annabeth reaches to hug Sally, murmuring thank you quietly as her throat closes up.


Paul reaches over to the stereo and hits a button; the first few jazzy notes of Jingle Bells start to play, and with a laugh Annabeth sits back, pushing a lock of hair behind her ear. Percy’s sitting at her feet, leaning against her knees as he examines her gift. It’s comfortable in a way that almost makes her embarrassed, how right it feels to have Percy’s weight against her, Sally laughing next to her and Paul smiling at them.


“Hey Seaweed Brain,” she says leaning forward so far she nearly falls off the couch and pointing under the tree. “You haven’t gotten to any of my presents yet, and it’s Sally’s turn.”


End




***


End Notes


Sally's favorite version of Jingle Bells - also known as, [info]artemisrae's favorite version of Jingle Bells.
the room is entirely quiet except for Josh Groban crooning - Josh Groban sings the prettiest version* of O Holy Night on the planet.
* - In English. The actual prettiest version of O Holy Night is sung by Luciano Pavarotti and Placido Domingo in Italian. Duh
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When Annabeth arrives at Camp Jupiter, she has a little surprise for an unsuspecting Percy.


Notes


his one is prompted by my friend greenconverses and something that she said about Percabeth's first time. So… Thanks Jess. I guess. On with the show! (I kid, I kid, this is dedicated to her.)


Percy knew that something was wrong the moment Annabeth followed him on the tour. Hazel and Frank had taken the kids called Piper and Leo away and Reyna had practically dragged Jason away for some kind of private discussion, so he chose to take Annabeth on a tour of Camp Jupiter.


And what an awkward tour it had been.


Neither of them had said a word, expect to admire the beauty of the camp. He knew that she would love studying the city and the buildings, but she just nodded and walked alongside him.


"And this is where I stay now." He opened the door to Fifth Cohort's bunker. He had made the decision to stay here after a night in Jason's room. He didn't like being surrounded by another person's memories. He just wanted his own bed in his apartment, or even Cabin Three back at Camp Half-Blood.


The bunker was empty of course, with the cohort out for training for the day. He sighed.


"What's up, Annabeth?" He asked, turning to look at her. She had paused in the doorway, as if calculating what to do, what to say to him. For a moment, he was terrified. He thought that maybe, just maybe she had decided to break up with him.


"So you stay here, you say?" She asked, looking around and shutting the door behind her. He thought that he heard the lock click, but he wasn't so sure.


"Yeah. Jason's room creeped me out, so I thought I'd chill with the regular people." He joked, trying to smile at her. Her face didn't move.


"Which one's yours?" She asked, walking down the room.


"Ah… This one." He followed her and pointed out the bed he had stayed in during his time at Camp Jupiter. She sat down on it, putting her bag down next to it and motioned for him to come and sit with her. He shuffled over to her, trying to look away.


"Percy." She said, taking his face in her hands.


"Annabeth." He echoed. "Look, if you're gonna break it off you could've just done it out there…" She cut him off with a kiss.


"Oh."He said when she pulled away.


"I haven't seen you in eight months and you think that I'm going to break up with you? You're the same as always, Seaweed Brain." She said, smiling, before kissing him again.


"What… What brought this on?" He asked, as she wrapped her arms around his neck.


"Well, I thought that I'd give you some incentive to actually stick around this time.


"It wasn't like I had a choice-" She cut him off again.


"I'm trying to be seductive, Percy."


"Oh. Oh." He said as he realized what she meant. She nodded and moved so she was straddling his lap before kissing him again.


"You sure you want to do this?"


"Yes." She replied, kissing down his jaw.


"Right now?"


"Yes." She slid her hand under his purple shirt and stroked it up his stomach.


"Like-"


"Percy, if you ask me another question, I swear to the gods I am walking out of here." He shut up pretty quickly after that and let her kiss him, before holding onto her waist and maneuvering them so that she was lying underneath him on his bunk.


He somehow shrugged out of that terrible toga he had been wearing (Why the Romans thought that was a good idea, he would never know.) and Annabeth giggled as it pooled around his feet revealing his regular jeans and his Camp Jupiter shirt.


"I can't believe that you were able to put a toga on." She said, smiling as he climbed back on the bed.


"I may have had some help." Percy replied, lifting Annabeth's orange shirt over her head, her blonde curls cascading down across her chest. He tried to resist from staring, instead choosing to lift a hand to her still covered breast and carefully palm it. She whimpered slightly, spreading her legs and wrapping them around his waist.


"Percy…" She whispered, bringing his head up to kiss him again before reaching around to her back and unclasping her bra.


Her bra slipped away and he tried to contain his excitement as he drew back and looked at her exposed chest. She blushed, a blush that travelled right down from her cheeks to her, in his opinion, perfect chest. She folded her arms across her chest, as if she was trying to block his view. He put his hands on her arms.


"What are you doing?" He whispered.


"Oh… I just…" She blushed again and he smiled.


"Nervous?" He asked and she nodded. He kissed her again, hoping to all of the gods out there that she didn't notice his sweaty palms and his shaky hand. Eventually, he was able to prise her arms away from her chest and he lowered his mouth to her nipples, slowly moving his tongue around one. He felt her tip her head back and moan as he did so, and he tried the other side, eliciting the same sounds from her beautiful mouth.


He slid his hands up her smooth legs and felt her lifting her hips to help him slide her shorts off, which he did quickly, throwing them to the side. He didn't look down, scared that she would have a worse reaction to him looking at her fully naked than she had when she was simply topless. So he sat back and peeled off his shirt instead before looking into her eyes, almost seeking permission to look, to touch, this beautiful creature in front of him.


She gave a quick nod and his mouth quickly returned to its previous position on her chest before starting its journey down her stomach. He could feel her tense slightly, and he moved a hand to her breast, trying to help her relax.


"So… uhm…. Did you… Do this with Calypso?" She asked, obviously trying to sound casual. Percy looked up from his path down to the prize in between her legs.


"You're seriously asking me this now?"


"I was just wondering!"


"Yes. Just once." She sat up and looked at him.


"Oh… I always thought that maybe…"


"You knew when I returned, didn't you? You knew automatically."


"Of course I did."


"Now, do you mind, I was kind of busy?" He said, looking down and she bit her lip, sinking back into his bunk. He shook his head and shifted further down until he was finally there.


He couldn't believe that this was happening.


She hooked her leg over his shoulder automatically, giving him a better view of her glistening folds. He took a deep breath and tried to remember everything he'd ever learned at public school, hoping for the best.


That's when he lowered his head and took his first tentative lick.


She moaned, and it sounded just so indecent coming from her lips. And he wanted to hear her make that noise again.


He slowly circled his tongue around her clit and she bucked her hips slightly, trying to get closer to him. He took that as a good sign and continued to move his tongue against her, occasionally brushing her clit which excited the moans that he had decided were his new favourite sounds from her.


"Percy…" She whimpered, grasping the bed sheets. "Please… More…" She bucked her hips again and he tried to think. Then he realized that he could use his hand as well as his tongue. He was mentally hitting himself for not thinking about it sooner.


He brought his hand up to join his tongue, slowly circling her entrance, coating his finger with her juices before thrusting it into her.


"Yes!" She shouted, crying out his name as she rode out her orgasm.


He looked up.


"Are you okay?" He asked, confused.


"More than okay…" She said, panting, pulling him back up her body. "Now, I just want to know why you still have your pants on…" She said, dipping her hand into the waistband of his jeans.


"Why don't you tell me?" She arched an eyebrow,


"…Sorry. Just trying to be seductive." He said awkwardly, trying hard not to blush.


She leaned over the side of the bed and pulled her bag towards her. Looking back at Percy, she simply said "Pants off". That was all he needed to sit up, banging his head on the bunk above his. (He would have a lovely lump there for the rest of the week to remember this moment by.) While she did the sensible thing and pulled out a condom from her bag.


"Where did you get those from?" He asked, kicking his pants and boxers off the side of the bed.


"Borrowed them from Jason. He almost didn't let me have them, but then he told me to tell you to make sure my first time was pretty awesome, patted me on the back and put a box in my hands."


"He sounds like a pretty cool guy." Percy said, looking at the condom in her hand.


"Yeah, he can be, when he's not screwing everything that moves." She ripped it open and held it out to him.


This was actually happening. He was going to have sex with Annabeth.


He fumbled putting it on, his hands were shaking that much. This wasn't just any girl. This was Annabeth. The girl of his dreams. Literally. And she was perfect.


Looking up, he smiled at her as he realized that he wanted to be with her for the rest of his life. Maybe someday they'd get married, have a dog, have careers, live without worry, but for now, he was living in the moment, and he wasn't going to let this one pass him by.


He pressed her down into the bed and kissed her again. Slowly, passionately. Full of love, trying to put his feelings that he couldn't say into one single kiss, trying to show her how much he loved her and missed her.


That's when she wrapped her legs around his waist and he finally pushed into her.


She gasped, burying her head into his shoulder.


"I'm sorry, I'm so sorry…" He said as she sniffed and held him close. She shook her head.


"No… I knew, don't be sorry…"She gasped again as he shifted slightly so that he could wipe her tears away. He didn't want her to cry. Not now. Not when everything was so perfect.


"Just… Hold still for a moment." She said, taking deep breaths. "The pain will go away in a second."


So he waited, kissing wherever he could reach, trying not to move, until she finally nodded and whispered that she was ready.


He slowly pulled out of her and she shivered in anticipation as he rolled his hips back into hers. She clutched at his back, whimpering as he moved, begging him to go faster.


"Annabeth…" He whispered as she lifted her hips into his, desperately trying to create more friction between them. He drove his hips a little harder, thrusting faster as she moaned in encouragement, clawing at his shoulders, tilting her head back and moaning as he hit the right spots, eventually shivering and smiling, holding him close as she came, letting him thrust a few more times before moaning her name and collapsing on the bed next to her.


"Wow" She said, trying to catch her breath.


"I know." He said, turning over to look at her.


"That was… Amazing."


"Mhmm…" He brushed a strand of hair out of her eyes and grinned like the Cheshire cat.


"We should probably get back to the rest of the group." She reasoned, sitting up.


"They probably won't care." He said, trying to pull her back down and into his arms.


"We have a lot of things to discuss." She slipped out of his bunk and started pulling on her clothes. Percy signed and did the same.


"Help?" He asked when it came to his toga. She smiled and helped him tie it, kissing his nose when they finally got it wrapped around him properly.


They walked to the door of the bunker together before he stopped. She looked back at him questioningly, frowning as he tried to find the words to say to her.


"I love you, Wise Girl." Percy said suddenly, deciding that blunt would be best. Her face broke out in the biggest grin he had ever seen from her and she pulled him into an embrace.


"I love you too, Seaweed Brain." She said, and it was the happiest moment of his life. Until that point of course.
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Percy is ever the gentleman. Well, he does try at least.


"Shoot," Annabeth muttered as the grape juice spilled in a long purple slash down her shirt. She sighed and mopped at the mess with a napkin, but it was no use; the damage was done.


"You turning Roman on me?" Percy asked, laughing around a mouthful of pizza. Annabeth simply glared at him.


"Hey, it was a joke," Percy mumbled. He was already pulling at the hem of his own shirt.


"What are you doing?" Annabeth asked.


"I can walk around camp shirtless," he offered. "You can't."


"Only because of misogynistic customs--"


"Ok," Percy interrupted, "You can, but I'd rather you didn't." He passed his shirt over the table to Annabeth.


Annabeth held up Percy's orange camp shirt; the seam under one arm was tearing. "How old is this shirt anyway?"


"I can take it back if it's not up to your standards," Percy joked.


Annabeth might have blushed a bit, though the light sunburn she was sporting from their day at the canoe lake made it difficult to tell. "Thanks," she whispered.


Percy watched in amazement as she slipped his shirt on over hers, wiggled her arms a bit, and triumphantly produced her own wet and stained shirt out of one arm hole. "How do girls always know how to do that?" he asked.


"We practice," she said smiling. "When we're very small we start practicing it, dreaming of the day our boyfriend offers us his shirt."


Percy snickered. "I'm glad to make your dreams come true, then."


This time, there was no question that Annabeth blushed.
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Summary


One-shot Hirogo! A different take on how Megan found out the identities of Big Hero 6 and how the others reacted to it.


Notes


How You Doing Insane Gang!


Yes I finally caught up with the new episodes from the second half of the season. Am i the only one who got annoyed with Megan's character? I just find her stuck up and pushy. Maybe I just don't like her because she's coming for Gogo's man lol.


Remember Older!Hiro he's 16.


Disclaimer: I don't own anything.


Megan groaned into her phone again.


"You've been doing that a lot in the last several minutes." Hiro pointed out with a fry.


Dropping her phone on the table, she held her head in her hands. "Sorry...it's just that I hit a writer's block with my story."


Hiro tried not to sound too excited. "Oh is this the Big Hero 6 article?"


She sighed through her nose. "Yes and I'm no closer to finding out their identities two months ago."


"Oh well, you kn—" Hiro's sentence was interrupted by his phone buzzing.


He dropped the fry in his fingers to unlock the text from Gogo.


Robbery in progress


OMW


"Who's texting?"


He sucked in a breath. "Gogo, sorry Megan I got to get going, it was cool hanging today."


He rushed out as fast as he could. She saw him clicking some an icon she never saw before on his phone.


"What took you so long Genius?"


Hiro cracked a smile. "Okay, okay enough of your teasing. But good news Megan finally hit a dead end on that expose about us."


"Great! Getting our identities found out this early on in the game and by a reporter no less is a serious faux pa." Fred said jumping up and down in his Zilla costume.


The wall to the outside of the bank exploded.


Hiro grimaced. "Game faces everyone."


A couple of days later Aunt Cass and Chief Cruz went out to dinner together leaving Hiro and Megan to study in Lucky Cat.


"Hey, Hiro can you help me with this chemistry work?"


He nodded absentmindedly, setting his notebook down where he was drawing up schematics of Gogo's wheels. He bit down near the eraser on his pencil, gesturing her to hand over the worksheet. Glancing at it for a minute he solved the rest of the equations.


"Done, I got to say it's been a while since I learned that."


Megan rolled her eyes, "Not all of us can be geniuses. When did you learn that anyway?"


Hiro shrugged. "I don't know...three years ago?"


"Alright, enough about my work, what project are you working on?" She leaned over to see the chicken scratch of a rough print.


"It's not for me, it's for Gogo. She' s been working on this design and she's been struggling on some aspects so I decided to help her out since it requires a robotic edge."


Megan raised an eyebrow after he was done using all these technical terms that went right over her head. "I didn't think she was the type of person to ask for help."


Hiro went back to erasing and writing in new numbers. "She didn't, I thought I'd surprise her with it."


It went back to relative silence until Hiro's phone began to ring.


"Hey, Gogo."


Hiro's body relaxed into his seat more and a small smirk fell across his lips.


"What no remarks or teasing?" He chuckled.


His demeanor quickly shifted to one of concern. He hunched over his knees. "You know I hate it when you go alone."


He was listening intently to what she had to say. "No duh, you know I care about you. Yep that's it I'm coming."


Hiro gave Gogo no time to protest through the phone.


Megan sighed. "Let me guess, you have to leave again?"


At least he had the decency to look sheepish. "I know I'm sorry."


Megan looked on to where he ran out, her eyes narrowing.


This time when Megan asked to hang out, she made Hiro promise her that he wasn't going to run out on her.


"Look, I'm sorry I had to ditch the last two times we hung out. I promise I don't have any school stuff to do today."


Finally, Megan thought No more distractions, just me and him. Hopefully, we can take our friendship to the next level.


Hiro excused himself to go to the bathroom. His phone laid on the table face up. No sooner did he leave did his phone start blowing up with texts.


Unable to hide her curiosity, Megan leaned over to see who it was from. All the messages were coming from Gogo.


SuperSonic Sue broke out of jail


Tracked her to Steamer's lair


Genius?


Could use your and Baymax's help


If you don't respond in the next 5 minutes I'm issuing second in command takeover.


"Second in command takeover?" She muttered to herself.


She nearly jumped out of her skin when she heard Hiro's voice. "What's up with all that buzzing? Is that my phone?"


Megan nodded her head and handed the device over. "Gogo's really trying to get your attention."


His eyebrows shot up and unlocked his phone to flick through. "Shit..."


"I gotta go, I—uh...I totally spaced that I had a thing to do with—uh—Gogo...so later!"


Megan ground her teeth together in annoyance. This is the third time in two weeks that Hiro ditched her and every single time it was his friend Gogo dragging him away.


For how close she and Hiro have become, he never once introduced her to his college friends. He talks about them sometimes and Cass always asks him how they're doing so they must spend time together all the time.


Megan asked him once if she could meet them and Hiro gave her an unsure answer.


"I don't know...I mean they're two years older and you'd probably get bored easily, all we talk about is nerd stuff together."


She went back to her room to work on her board, slowly putting the pieces together.


The very next day Megan marched herself over to Hiro's garage. He was tinkering with a circuit board.


"Megan! What are you doing here?" He was surprised and slightly annoyed. He hated getting interrupted when he's working.


"It's you isn't it?"


Hiro wheeled away from his desk at her tone. Giving her his full attention finally.


"I don't know what you're on about."


Megan had her arms crossed, foot tapping impatiently.


"You're Big Hero 6."


He stood up abruptly. "Look I don't know where you got that idea but you need to get rid of it immediately.


Megan took a step back at his intense stare but she didn't let up. "It makes perfect sense! How you're always disappearing! Why you won't let me meet your college friends because they're part of it! And those mysterious texts your friend sent were suspicious enough and then all I needed was a motive. Bringing your brother's murderer is more than enough reason to turn into a vigilante."


Each explanation sent a wave of panic and tightened his chest. There was no escaping this with a well-crafted lie. He leaned back on his desk, his hands gripping the edge of it until his knuckles turned white.


"Megan you can't."


"Of course I can! You're wanted! I don't understand why you can't just let the police handle it!"


Hiro tore himself away from his desk. "The police can't do anything!" He threw his arm out to gesture to the outside world. "They weren't there for Tadashi and they can't protect the city as we can."


He stepped closer to her until he was practically in her face. Not going to lie Megan was a little intimidated. She's never seen Hiro so passionate and angry about something. He's usually calm and doesn't let his emotions get the best of him.


"Who stopped Callahan? Uh? I did. San Fransokyo needs us more than the police and I can't stand by while these people need help."


Megan shook her head slowly. "You're wrong, what you're doing is too dangerous Hiro."


She turned around ready to go back home to write the article. Hiro grabbed her wrist.


"Ima show you something, and hopefully by the end of this you will change your mind."


Megan slipped her arm out of his grip. "There's nothing you can do that I'll change my mind."


He bit his lip. "Not even showing you our base?"


She pursed her lips. "Okay, I'm in."


They make it to the gates with Baymax in tow. So far Megan is far from impressed.


"The abandoned candy factory? This place is a dump."


"Hold your opinion until we actually get down there."


Once entering the factory an alarm sounded.


"Unidentified personal in Sector 3." Hiro went over to the wall and pushed in revealing a secret keypad to shut off the alarm and activate the elevator.


Megan nodded along. "Okay...impressive."


The rest of the team was in the meeting room minus Gogo.


Fred didn't look up from the taco he was eating. "Hey, Little Man."


Wasabi and Honey Lemon both gaped at the same time to see Megan.


Honey Lemon was in the middle of telling a story to Fred before she saw Megan.


"Then what happened Honey Lemon?" Fred spun his chair around to gawk at Megan.


"Hiro! Intruder alert!"


Hiro put up his hands in a supposed calming manner. "She already found out our identities."


Fred grabbed his hat from his head and began twisting it in his hands. "This is breaking so many superhero rules! You don't just bring a nosy reporter into a super-secret base!"


Wasabi pinched the bridge of his nose. "At least tell me that Gogo knows you brought her down here."


Hiro sucked in air through his teeth. "Well...not exactly..."


Honey Lemon collapsed back in her chair. "Oh boy."


"She is going to murder you." Wasabi stated.


Hiro waved him off. "No she won't, she loves me too much and where is she anyway?"


"She's in the Sim-max" Honey Lemon told him.


Hiro tried to think of the positives. "See, she's training which means she'll be too tired to try to fully kill me."


"But she's in her suit which means she could kill you easier with those flying metal disks of death!" Fred reasoned. "Maybe I should get into my Fredmeleon suit that why I can stay far away from her wraith."


"I got this guys, trust me." Hiro motioned for Megan to follow him into the training room.


The door slid open to reveal most of it covered in training mats and the large window display where Hiro could clearly see Gogo fighting Supersonic Sue in the square.


He knocked on the glass of Sim-max to get her attention. She smiled seeing him.


Gogo focused back on her fight. She tossed a disk in the pathway of Sue causing her to slip backward. Gogo shifted her body on her big flying disc to hammer her to the pavement. The robot glowed red signaling significant injury. The arena lit up green while Roddy's voice boomed "Killer takedown!"


She removed her helmet still smiling and exited the door. She didn't spot Megan who was off to the side per Hiro's directions.


"Hey Genius, you want to spar?" She tugged lightly at the hair on the back of his neck.


"Is that all you like to do?"


She bumps his hip into his. "You know that's a lie."


Megan was still off to the side being ignored. A slight pang of jealousy erupted from her chest with how flirty the two were getting. She cleared her throat to make her presence known.


On reflex, Gogo pulled a disk from her gauntlet poised to throw it if it wasn't for Hiro's hand blocking it from launching.


"What the hell Hiro!"


"Megan found out our identities so I'm trying to show her what we do to try to change her mind."


Gogo dragged Hiro by his ear out to the conference room.


"Oh thank god he's still in one piece." Fred sighed in relief.


"Oh ho he won't be for much longer until he explains how this all happened," Gogo threatened.


"Okay! Babe! Babe! Please let go of my ear! Baby!" Hiro's ear was starting to throb with how much pressure she was using.


She let him go and he hastily rubbed his ear before launching into detail how this mess happened.


"Hiro you know I love you but this is way too risky, she learned more of our secrets by you bringing her here." Gogo pointed out the obvious.


"I know, but it was the only way. I think wants see she's us in action, she'll trust us."


Gogo narrowed her eyes at Megan who was doing the same thing in return.


"One mission, and she's your responsibility."


Hiro wrapped an arm around her shoulders. "That's why I love you!" He kissed her cheek soundly.


The jealousy burned deep in Megan but there was no way she could compete. She felt so out of place in the headquarters. Hiro acted like a different person here, more confident...more free. This was the same person who challenged her in the garage about their identities.


Megan got the feeling even if she did post the article that Hiro would still find a way to help people and continue being Big Hero 6.


She wasn't going to jump the gun, she still wants to see what a mission is like and to really see how capable the police is. Her dad always told her how his units were always on top but end up not catching the villain because Big Hero 6 got in the way from doing their jobs. She'll finally see who was telling the truth.


Basemax beeped for an alert. The team settled into their designated chairs. Hiro directly in the front with Gogo beside him, Honey Lemon next to Gogo, Wasabi next to Hiro and last Fred next to Wasabi.


Their eyes focused on what Basemax was saying.


The computer system finished giving the report and triangulated where Yama was.


"Come on guys let's suit up." He turns his head slightly to acknowledge Megan. "Megan you're with me and stick with Baymax at all times."


Gogo cracked her gum loudly between her teeth. The noise made Megan jump but the others were used to the sound.


"This is going to be a piece of cake."


They all jumped on Baymax. Gogo was underneath Hiro, his front plastered to her back. Honey Lemon was hanging on Baymax's left arm, Wasabi the right while Fred held his wing.


Hiro let Megan borrow a shaded visor helmet to hide her identity. She hopped on Baymax's back using Wasabi as an anchor.


"You better hold on tight we like to go fast," Hiro warned her.


Megan could feel herself getting sick already. She hated speeding probably because her dad stops speeders mostly for a living.


As soon as they lifted off, Megan couldn't stop screaming. Hiro internally smiled. Well if she doesn't change her mind after the mission, he could always take her on a "relaxing" flight around San Fransokoyo.
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One-shot Older!Hiro Takes place right after episode Obake Yashiki. Hiro was more hurt after seeing his brother than he lets on, it's a good thing Gogo is there to help.


Notes


How You Doing Insane Gang!


I love this movie, I saw it in theaters when it first came out and since then I've been up to date watching the new tv series which I love. The plot points are really intricate and appealing. I wish there were better-written stories for this underappreciated fandom. I also think there should be more Hirogo fics out there. They are so much alike and but observing the show Gogo seems to be Hiro's number 2 anyway.


This one-shot is based on the latest Halloween episode. This is also Older!Hiro he's about 16 and a half while the others are 18.


Disclaimer: I don't own Big Hero 6


His brother's eyes flashed in his mind. Obake crossed a line, Tadashi's death was only mere months ago, the old wounds opened up again that Hiro since buried after the funeral.


The others were wary, their own fears seemed trivial compared to their younger companion's pain.


Gogo particularly felt her own heart crack as she wanted to comfort her newly minted boyfriend but doesn't know how; not to mention bringing her dead best friend up, the crack festered more.


Hiro was in his own personal lab at SFIT, the one that once belonged to Tadashi. He was tinkering with an unknown project that was probably something for one of his classes. Gogo knocked hesitantly, she was never good with emotions, just admitting her feelings to the boy in question was hard enough.


"You in here Genius?"


"Come on in Go."


She raised an eyebrow, he didn't sound upset but she knew he can hide his own feelings almost as good as her. Maybe that's why they clicked, out of the group they are the most similar; he understands her like no one else on the team...even more than Tadashi ever could.


Opening the door, Hiro doesn't appear any different.


Dark-ripped jeans? Check.


Black t-shirt? Check.


Purple jacket with red accents? Check.


Black boots? Check.


Hair? Unruly but still neat—how does he do that? It doesn't make sense—Even his piercings aren't any different, he still has those small black circles in each ear and his right helix still in.


Hiro swiveled his chair around to face her.


"Did you need something?"


Gogo crossed her arms over his blunt attitude.


"Do you want to talk about it?"


"I already did at Fred's house."


Rolling her eyes, she crouched right in front of him.


"I know you dork, it affected you more than you let on at the house."


Hiro bent down more and leaned his elbows heavily on his knees.


"I didn't want anyone to worry about me..." He sighed.


"You shouldn't keep that stuff bottled up."


"Its just I didn't anyone to see me go off again."


"Well, you have a right to be angry."


His voice started to rise. "I'm not just angry...I'm—I'm furious!" "I want to kill him Go!"


He leaned back heavily as unshed tears started to build up in the corners of his eyes. "Why Tadashi? I have plenty of other fears but to use my dead brother who—who hasn't been in the ground for a year yet to fuck with my head—"


She squeezed his thighs tightly. "I know...I know."


Hiro bit his bottom lip a shaky breath was exhaled out of his nose.


"Spit it out, what's still bothering you?"


"How the hell did he know so much about Tadashi?"


Gogo leaned back on her heels.


"I don't have an answer for that yet, but we will get to the bottom of this."


He hung his head and murmured in a low voice, "He looked so real Go...for a split second I thought he was really still alive."


Her eyes immediately softened the contours of her face, reaching up she laid a gentle hand on his cheek. "Oh, Hiro..."


A sickening feeling settled in his gut, scrunching his eyebrows his head snapped up in realization.


"I told him everything."


Trying to calm him down again, her other hand went on his open cheek.


Moving past her own confusion, she wanted him to answer first.


"What do you mean?"


"After I finally caught up to him, I told him everything that has been happening since that night." "I told him about some of the suit upgrades I'm working on and new battle strategies and..." Hiro awkwardly trailed off, biting his lip.


Gogo groaned, shaking his legs for him to continue. "What else did you say?"


By the gentle tone of her voice, he was able to meet her unwavering gaze.


"I told him about us."


"All of it."


"Yeah, all of it."


He pulled at his hair, frustrated with himself. How stupid was he to believe that his brother would still be alive?


"He knows that you're my weakness."


The older girl scoffed. "Oh please, what send Noddle Burger Boy after me?" "I've been meaning to put some dents in that tin can system of his."


"He could use you to get to me in this sick game he's playing; just like he used Tadashi."


"I can take care of myself and I have you to watch my back."


The boy genius held her gaze. "I can't lose any more people." He whispered.


Gogo slid herself up to sit sideways in his lap. She ran a hand up his scalp, Hiro's eyes closed at her ministrations, laying his forehead on her shoulder.


"You have a team standing right behind and if Obake thinks he can take us on...he has another thing coming."


For the first time that day Hiro cracked a smile.
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One-shot! Older!Hiro. Hiro surprises Gogo with some gum, the gang wonders how he knew what flavor she liked. (He doesn't know if he should mention its from the taste of her lips)


Notes


How You Doing Insane Gang!


It's been a while, and I really enjoy writing for Big Hero 6, maybe you guys can give me ideas for the future.


Disclaimer: I don't own Big Hero 6.


"Delivery for one Gogo Tomago." Hiro called out.


"What is it Genius? My new carbon fiber plate shouldn't have arrived yet." She didn't glance up form fusing two wheel parts together.


"No, it didn't, but I got you something even better."


Sighing she lifted her head from her work.


Hiro was shifting from foot to foot, holding something behind his back. When she finally looked up, he handed her the small item.


"Hey! A new pack of gum. How did you know I was running low?" She asked him genuinely surprised.


Hiro just smiled widely and shrugged. "Boyfriend senses."


"Aw, that was really sweet of you Hiro!" Honey Lemon gushed as she added a drop of blue liquid to one of her many beakers in the lab.


Fred propped himself up on the couch. "Yeah, but how did you know what flavor to get her?" "She hasn't told us and we've been friends for-ev-er."


Hiro raised an eyebrow. "Because I taste it every day?"


"Gogo!" "You give Hiro gum but not us!" Fred whined, hopping up and down on the cushion like a toddler throwing a tantrum.


The gum lover in question held up a hand to stop him. "I do not give him any pieces of my gum. "


Fred confused, squinted his eyes. " Wait a minute..."


Smirking Hiro gave Gogo a kiss, fast now to manipulate the gum into his mouth by using his tongue to usher it in. Knowing what he was doing, Gogo pinched his hip.


He barely escaped from her fury, blowing a bubble big enough for a loud satisfying pop.


Wasabi shook his head, cleaning one of his many tools. "That is so unsanitary you two."


Hiro laughed before scampering off to his station. Fred still motionless on the couch remained perplexed.


"By the way, berry is way better," Hiro yelled across to his girlfriend.


She knew that he was just trying to get a rise out of her and he knew it too.


"If you don't like it then I want my gum back."


"Why don't you try to take it from me?" He sassed back, wiggling his brows suggestively.


A beep was heard as Baymax inflated to his standard size. "Hiro are you okay?" "I have received spikes in blood pressure as well as your hormone chart."


Gogo raised a challenging smirk. "Can you read that chart out loud for us Baymax?" "I want to know what's wrong."


Hiro dashed to her, cupping her face to bring her in a bruising kiss to transfer the gum back, it was too late, however, when Baymax finished computing the chart.


"Blood pressure increased 0.42% and seems to be moving down the body, Eicosanoids, growth melatonin seem to be at stable levels. There is only one rapid spike of testosterone..."


THe other in the lab were dying of laughter. His whole face was dusted with a heavy pink blush. He leaned against his girlfriend's workbench to cover his face with both hands.


"Maybe I should have Baymax reprogrammed to read all of our charts." The flustered teen mumbled.


Gogo reached into her pocket to pull out a new piece of gum, making him uncross his arms and grasping his hand to fit the small piece into, she gave him a kiss on the cheek.


Unwrapping the sugary treat, he felt slightly better, he just still needs to get back at her. Making his way back over to his own station, he cleared his throat to draw the gang's attention.


A sparkle gleamed in his eye, a tell-tale sign that he was up to no good.


"For the record, Gogo's favorite flavor is strawberry."


Gogo pelted him with her notebook on the back of his head. "That—wack!—was—wack!—a—wack!—guarded—wack!—secret—wack!—you—wack!—dick!"


To be fair, she didn't have to hit him that hard. Gogo's favorite gum flavor is strawberry but, her all-time favorite was him.
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One-Shot! Older!Hiro. After a run in with Globby, Hiro finds himself injured but he won't take the time to rest. Can Gogo change his mind?


Notes


How You Doing Insane Gang!


You guys seemed to have liked Fear and watching the season finale, or what I assumed was the season 1 finale of Big Hero 6 the series brought me more inspiration. I wish I wasn't the only one writing Hirogo fics that ties with the series though. If anyone knows any good fics like that let me know.


This is tied in with the latest episode. Older!Hiro of course.


Disclaimer: I don't own the movie or tv series.


Hiro groaned in pain, after being thrown into the pile of boxes and then falling to the ground, his ribs have been killing him.


Obake has been a pain in his ass ever since the Tadashi incident. The young man keeps hunting the city relentlessly trying to find the mad man's hideout.


Maybe he should have listened to Gogo and not go looking for him alone. During his search, he was stopped by Globby. When he isn't a complete idiot he can really be tough to beat.


Hiro was currently in the nerd lab, so early in fact that he's pretty sure that the rest of robotics wing was empty.


Professor Granville granted Hiro and his friends their own workspace; away from the rest of the students since they were arguably the brightest in their majors.


He shrugged his black shirt and purple jacket off while he hopped on top of his work desk, brushing aside half-finished projects and food.


Baymax was out of his suit and already scanning his young companion for injuries.


"How bad is it Baymax?"


"Currently scanning."


"Scan complete."


"Diagnosis: broken 7th and 6th rib on the right radius, fractured 5th and bruised the 4th and 3rd rib all on the left radius."


"Symptoms include bruising and slight swelling of the area, pain bending or twisting of the body, and trouble breathing."


"Remedy: wrap area loosely with cloth or tape, ice ribs frequently, and avoid physical activity for 6 weeks."


Hiro cringed, why did he have to get injured now? he can just feel Obake planning something big, he's running out of time to stop it.


Baymax's hands turned a cool blue. "I will apply ice to the injuries."


"Careful! Careful—"


The door slid open loudly, the noise startled Hiro causing him to hiss in pain.


"Woah, what happened to you?"


Opening his eyes again, he was greeted by his girlfriend; Gogo.


"Had a run in with Globby."


"Went scouring for his lair again?"


He sucked in a painful breath, "Uh huh."


Gogo rolled her eyes and entered the lab, making her way to his desk.


"I warned you."


Baymax turned towards Hiro's secret compartment in his desk drawer to access the huge med kit . He got out a large roll of bandages and tape.


"Wrapping the area will increase stability, but only leave it on for a few hours at a time to incrase deep breathing." The robot recited.


Gogo watched lazily from his desk chair, her feet propped next to his lap, eyeing her robot frined work on her boyfriend.


Baymax cautiously began wrapping his torso, this was met with a few groans and gasps by the genius.


"Ow!"


"On a scale of one to ten how would you rate your pain?"


"Seven."


Gogo shook her head fondly.


"To easy the pain may I suggest pain medication, here are a list of over the counter pain medication: Tylenol, Motrin, Advil, Ibuprofen—"


"Yeah, I got it Baymax."


Sighing Gogo reached into the draw to pick out an extra strength pill bottle, tossing it up lightly for him to snag.


"Thanks."


"You know this means you're benched for awhile right?"


Hiro snorted, bunching his eyebrows together. "Maybe for a day or two but after that I,'m going back out there."


"Hiro I recommend proper bed rest up to one week for proper recovery time." Baymax computed.


Gogo gave him a pointed look.


"Ugh fine, one week that's it."


"Good, you finally see my side of things." As anaward Gogo pecked him on the cheek.


3 days later Hiro felt that his ribs where fine to continue his nightly escapades searching for Obake. He knew of the risks if Gogo or by extent the rest of the team knew he was disobeying orders, but the city's safety was more important than his heath.


This time around while patrolling Hiro and Baymax ran into Noodle Burger Boy.


"Tonight's menu is noodle surprise!" The little robot unleased thin robotic arms encasing Hiro and Baymax. The noodle like arms squeezed tightly bringing on a wave of agony for his ribs. A yellow disc swooshed past cutting Hiro and Baymax free. The disc made it around to be caught by Gogo.


Hiro collapsed on the ground, his breath coming in short ragged gasps.


"Uh oh, out numbered!" "Better luck next time!" With a wave, Noodle Burger Boy flew off.


Gogo skated to her injured boyfriend.


"Stay with me Genius."


Shoving his helmet off in hopes of getting more oxygen to his lungs, he coughed causing his ribs to protest one more.


"How...did you...know?"


"You always assume that after 2 or 3 days that we would just forget about it and think you're in the clear."


"You're the best."


Gogo popped a piece of gum. "I know."


"On a scale of one to ten how would you rate your pain?"


"God Baymax an eight."


Baymax carried Hiro back up to his room, Gogo helped shed off his armor and Baymax's.


"Thanks, Baymax, I'm satisfied with my care, get some sleep."


He stood there for a second before deflating and going into his red charging container.


Now he turned towards his real savior, "I really owe you one Go..."


"I know how you get, I should have baby sat you myself until those healed." She gestured to his rewrapped ribs that Baymax fixed up again.


Hiro smirked. "What's stopping you now?"


A smile ghosted over her features. "Don't push it Genius, we have school in the morning."


"All the more reason."


"You are trouble Hiro Hamada."


"I know but so are you."
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Summary


[One-shot] She doesn't know if her attraction to him is revenge or simply well-placed lust. One thing is for sure-the younger Hamada brother intrigues her.


Electromagnetic
He told her she was complicated once.


Really? She asked back, bending over to pick up her bra from underneath his desk.


He liked complicated people. “More interesting” he said, “you’re interesting to me, GoGo. A problem I can’t quite solve.”


Her lips remained still, and she thought she was special.


 


She doesn’t remember how they started.


Well, not really “they.” There was never a “them.” They were not a couple. They did not go to dinners exclusively, did not hold hands and watch movies.


She had been working in the lab late for her newest project with electromagnetic suspension wheels. Her initial robots were speedy, and Professor Callaghan had suggested that she move onto large scale applications. Make a bike, he said. Something simple. Something flawless.


GoGo was no stranger to perfection. It had been driven into her since she was born. Her parents were sure to show her that she was not worthy of their love if she couldn’t do it all. And she did, miraculously. The only thing she protested to was playing the violin. She managed to somehow scrape out of that one.


But back to the bike. Four prototypes. Four. And none of them worked well. The wheels would seem to be turning, only to collapse. It was ridiculously hard to balance both sides.


One Friday night, it was only her and Tadashi in the lab. She was grabbing yet another stick of bubble gum as he slowly exited his office. She once asked him how come he got a fancy separate space when the rest of them had to share a floor, and he responded on how he didn’t want Honey’s chemicals or Wasabi’s laser beams to mess with his robot.


“You still up?” surprise tainting his voice.


“That’s what happens when your thesis doesn’t work.”


He chuckled, slung his bag over his shoulder, and made to leave. Except he didn’t. He stood by the door handle, silent.


“What?”


“Do you need help?”


She didn’t say anything to this. Help? Asking people was a weakness.


Well, Tadashi was a weird one, because he took her silence as a yes. It wasn’t long before that bag of his was slung next to her, and he crouched down to look at the bike.


“The balance is off.”
“I know that.”


“Have you tried moving the magnets from the top,” he reached over, pointing, “to the middle section here?”


“I…”


She wanted to say that she’s tried everything, dumbwit, everything but moving the magnet location, and oh god now it makes sense, of course it freaking does, and do you know that your elbow just brushed over my chest? Because it did, and I noticed it.


GoGo says “I didn’t think of that.”


And so late Friday nights became a tradition. He would show up with two coffee cups around eight, she would offer him some sticks of her sacred bubble gum. When his office door opened, she came to expect his voice calling her name, her nickname, anything to come test out Baymax. On some days, his prized creation would be able to tell her bodily functions with ease. Other days, not so much.


“Why is programming so hard?” he exclaimed one day, nearly slamming his face into the desk with exhaustion.


“If it was easy, anyone could attend SanFranskyo University. And that would suck.”


“More minds, more ideas.”


“…less workspace.”


He cracked a smile at this one. “I like the way you think, GoGo.”


It was one of the few times he had used her real name since they had met. It was also one of the few times that he complimented her on something that wasn’t work related.


Something must have been off in the expression of her face, because his smile slowly faded.


“Sorry, I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.”


“You’re fine.” She curtly replied.


But she wanted to say how much she wanted to drag his face to hers. How this tension had been building between them, and they both knew it but neither wanted to address it. How even the janitors were gone at this hour.


“Let’s try out your stupid robot again.” Is what she actually said.


 


The first time they did it was when her bike finally worked.


It wasn’t fast, yet, but she couldn’t help and smile at the smoothness. It was like she was sailing around the lab.


When she finally slowed down to a stop and took off her helmet, she was captured in a huge hug.


“You did it!” he laughed, spinning her around.


When he sets her down, there is a pause. Tadashi’s smile, the sun’s radiation in human form, is directed towards her. Only her.


Without thinking about it, GoGo leans forward to kiss him.


It is both how she expected and not how she thought it would go. He is as gently as she thought, his hands first resting at the sides of her waist before slowly caressing up to land on her breasts, his fingers brushing against her nipples. However, as soon as she makes it clear that she has no intention of stopping, his actions grow bolder. He picks her up and nearly slams her down on the nearest workbench. His mouth moves everywhere, but she can still feel his smile as he engraves his teeth into her skin. It is rough, but not careless. Her shirt comes off first, and then his signature hat. She thanks some deity that she wore a sports bra with a front zipper that day, and keeps her dark eyes against his as he slowly pulls it down. Once it is open, he descends his face to praise her chest, getting bolder by the minute. Eventually, his tongue finds a nipple and GoGo has to scream.


The rest of the clothes came off easily after that. When he finally enters her, there is a sigh that escapes from both of them, like finally collapsing into a couch after a hard day’s work. But instead, Tadashi is collapsing into her, she’s never felt so full and complete in her life. She wraps her short legs around his naked waist, lets him buck into her at his pace and tries to ride him for all that he is doing to her. Within minutes, she can tell he is close. Instead of pushing him away, she grabs him closer, claws at his neck and back and arms with her short nails.


Suddenly he lets a hand drift between them, and she is all over, careening and wanting and building. She feels crazy, feels mad with desire, grabs her face so she can whisper things in his ear that she never meant to say, words like how much she wanted him, needed him, how she didn’t want him to stop. “Fuck me,” she rasps, not even feeling bad in the slightest for the noises she was making, for the sweat on his brow. Within seconds she bursts, spasming all around his hard length, and then all of the sudden he goes faster, as if he was holding back for her benefit. GoGo doesn’t care, she just holds onto his hair as her thighs dig into the counter top, as she mewls his name into his ear. She grunts when he finally finds his release, and he marks her neck as his.


The next day, Wasabi nearly has a heart attack when he finds all of his tools in disorganized piles. He gruffs at the two from across the lab, asking how they managed to forget to pick up the pliers from the floor.


Tadashi just offers a sheepish apology while GoGo carefully readjusts her scarf.


 


They do this for months. At first, the tension between them an all-time high. They spend enough nights alone in the lab for GoGo to believe that their tryst really was a one-time miracle. It isn’t until nearly three weeks later, when she reaches down to pick up a fallen wheel, that she turns around and finds Tadashi, coffee cups in hand, eyes dark with predatory intentions.


That night, they had opted for his desk instead, the windows wide open as he took her from behind. She screamed her pleasure out to the empty San Franskyo University gardens.


She hasn’t had much experience with sex but she has done enough to know that Tadashi treats her well. Her needs are always satisfied, the after-care is always reliable. In predictable prepared-Tadashi fashion, he begins to leave towels and spare changes of clothing in his office. Just in case.


GoGo wasn’t quite sure of what she wanted. She was never the romantic type, didn’t understand how flowers and teddy bears were supposed to make you feel warm inside. The things that did make her breathing constrict around Tadashi were different. She didn’t need a prince on some white horse. This guy, covered in grease, baseball cap and smile, made her think about white dresses. About more nights spent with robots and machines. About growing old.


Every time they came together, she let herself need him.


So it was only natural to believe that he wanted her, too.


It isn’t until one day, when she is writing up her thesis on her laptop, when she hears an explosion from the other side of the lab.


Everyone is startled, but it is Tadashi who slams open the door to his office first; Tadashi who rushes over to Honey Lemon’s side, who lifts her unconscious body and carries her to the nurse’s office.


From then on, it seems natural that Honey Lemon work with someone else, just in case. And who better to help supervise than the robotic inventor? Baymax was nearly complete—he only needed to be tweaked in cosmetic design. Soon, GoGo would find herself going home early on weekends, since her project was wrapping up too.


Tadashi was…he was the kind of guy who always helped others. Always.


One Friday, she comes back to the lab to pick up a forgotten USB. The door opens but she immediately closes it softly, heels turning away. But it is too late. She saw the yellow that leaned into him, saw his cap that had fallen to the floor because of her manicured hands in his hair. It wasn’t even a compromising, dirty situation, but GoGo knew Tadashi well enough to know that they had never kissed like that.


She no longer stays over late, and Tadashi no longer looks at her. She can only watch as the two lovers bloom, as they blush over stolen moments in between work. She can only eat her food as Wasabi and Fred discuss their suspicions about the two during lunch break. Her throat clenches as she remembers how no one had ever gossiped about her and Tadashi. And for good reason.


Woman up, she thinks. And life goes on.


 


“Welcome to the nerd lab.”


She watched the younger Hamada’s face scrunch up, but he quickly wanders over to Wasabi’s station. Her first encounter with the boy is quickly forgotten when she sees Tadashi lingering behind, looking at her strangely.


His big brown eyes are killing her. The bubble gum in her mouth tastes sour.


“What?” she eventually spits out.


He looks like he wants to say something, but he decides against it. “I’m sorry,” is all he says.


She turns away. “’s okay, Tadashi. I know you’re a good guy.”


Before the awkward silence stews any longer, she walks away to go steal a wrench.


Work was an essential distraction.


 


Tadashi’s death was….


GoGo breathes sharply. Tadashi’s death. Tadashi died. He was gone.


Her first sensation back to reality comes from Honey collapsing beside her to the ground. The rest of them are frozen, looking at the falling, burning building, the firefighters who hopelessly spray the flames.


She is the second of the group to notice Hiro. First was Cass, who sat down next to him on the ambulance edge, crying while clutching his head against her chest.


However, Hiro’s arms do not wrap around his aunt’s, and when the woman is finally dragged away she notices tear stains but no tears. The baseball cap is enclosed in his arms, his eyes wide and empty.


It strikes her, how much he reminds her of when she was twelve and her father drove away for the last time. How her mother had cried and then opened the liquor cabinet.


How she grabbed the violin she got for her birthday and threw it out the window.


From that day, to the wake, to every time they went over to the café, her eyes would be drawn to him. This angry, destroyed boy.


And it was some sort of beautiful to know that she wasn’t alone, that someone else also had their sun taken away.


 


She thinks she’s kind of messed up.


She feels like she is the first to notice that Hiro has grown up.


First, it was his height. She was used to people growing taller than her short frame, but it still surprised her when this kid brother of Tadashi’s suddenly popped up behind her when she tried to put up a box of parts into storage.


“Thanks,” she muttered as he finished pushing in the box for her.


“No problem,” he replied, and he continued searching for whatever he came here for, Baymax waddling right behind him. The rest of the group finally noticed when Hiro competed with Fred for height. They all laughed at the idea that he might one day surpass even Honey Lemon’s lithe frame.


His hands were next. Whether they were in the lab or out to lunch, she couldn’t help but notice how he would hold a screwdriver or his chopsticks. Delicately. For all of his rough edges, Hiro had the precision of a surgeon when it came down to his work. Especially the new microbots that he was adjusting to his suit for combat. He had showed them to GoGo one day.


“Look! They’re controlled with a neurostimulator I put in my helmet. However, there’s only a few “programmed” modes.”


It was true. Hiro suddenly had a full set of tools he could use while on the back of Baymax. It was quite clever. GoGo had asked why he hadn’t made it so the bots could turn into a weapon, and he replied that he didn’t want to use his inventions for violence.


She wonders whether her attraction to him is based on revenge or if she is actually attracted to someone six years her junior. She decides after waking up to a third dream full of gap teeth and hard flesh that it is the latter. Disturbing as it is, she makes up her mind not to dwell on it too much, but fails miserably.


When he congratulates her on her next invention, a car that uses wind power instead of gasoline, he swings her in the air like she weighs nothing. Months of noticing his height, his hands, his big goofy smile that was even starting to look not-so-stupid, accumulates. She is transported to another time, another invention, another Hamada.


She knows not to kiss him this time.


 


Of course, Hiro is not Tadashi.


For one, Tadashi would never imagine outfitting Baymax with new gear every few weeks or so. The robot’s core health-service programming was being mass-produced and distributed among hospitals, just as the late Hamada would have wanted. But the visual design was much different, a harder-steel type thing that Hiro had asked the rest of them to help him develop.


GoGo had once asked why the re-design was necessary. Baymax was unique, Hiro had told her. That was surprising. Tadashi had never seen the personality of the robots he designed. They were all tools, meant to help humanity, but cold things made of metal and one and zeros instead.


To Hiro, Baymax was family.


Hiro was also not Tadashi in that he didn’t pretend that everyone was equal in his eyes. Sure, the six of them were as close as a friend group could be. But it became obvious over the years that he tended to gravitate towards Baymax and surprisingly, GoGo. Especially when it came to work. She would learn about the latest gadget or microbot application he had come up with often days before he revealed it to anyone else. It was an honor.


Finally, Hiro was a closed book. Sure, he was outgoing enough. He got excited over even the slightest advancement. He was visually depressed when hours of work amounted to nothing. But GoGo noticed something else was there. She didn’t know what it was, and that bothered her. At least her deceased ex-lover was obvious in his intentions. There were no guessing games with how Tadashi felt.


Hiro had mood swings nearly every week. She almost felt that it was her duty to notice the little things about him, to analyze and crack his actions. Chewing on a pencil meant new ideas. Making a paper-clip chain meant he was bored.


And yet she could never figure Hiro out completely. She started wondering if she really wanted to.


 


It is when he is just 19, after they go out to dinner to celebrate his acceptance into the university’s graduate school department. After eating at the best sushi shop in town, they settle down in the garage to watch some old school karate movies with Baymax, who unfortunately wasn’t allowed to attend the meal (“I am a robot. I do not need to eat.” Assured Baymax).


Around one, everyone begins to leave. GoGo is contemplating whether to stay or risk becoming too lethargic to leave later.


Since no one else was there, they had the whole couch to themselves. GoGo has her head resting on one arm, her legs overlapping with Hiro’s. They mindlessly stare at the screen as Bruce Lee whips around his nun-chucks.


She feels eyes on her, so she turns towards him instead.


“What?”


“I’ve never seen you this dressed up before.”


Her eye brows raise, but it’s true. The sushi place they went to was pretty high end, so she pulled out the only nice thing she owned, a dark blue suit complete with matching pencil skirt. Right now, the jacket hung on the edge of a computer chair, and her white blouse was opened to a few buttons to combat the humidity in the garage.


“Even I know how to dress for nice places, idiot.” With this, she tries to bop her stocking-covered foot on his chest. It is meant to be teasing, light.


She doesn’t miss the way Hiro’s eyes go wide and race back to the T.V. screen. Her curiosity piqued, she looked at the rest of his body. Face flushed. Adam’s apple bobbing.


Barely noticeable bulge in his dress pants.


Something comes over her. Her foot seems to move on its own, dragging from his chest up to his swallowing neck and to his face. She turns his cheek towards her, not like it would have mattered anyways. Hiro has forgotten the program entirely.


She speaks first. “Baymax, go charge.”


The robot seems to understand, and keeps silent as it docks into his station and deflates quietly.


She sits up and crawls over to his side of the couch. His breathing is irregular, his eyes seem to drift from her face to her chest back to her face. He sputters out a “…Why me?”


GoGo is silent at first, placing his hands on her hips. He shudders when her fingers roam over his legs, his abs, resting on his chest.


“You are complicated,” She replies, grasping his tie to pull him to her lips.


“And that makes you interesting.” 


 


Suspension
Chapter Notes


See the end of the chapter for notes
"He made me know what happiness felt like."


Hiro turned his head towards her. "Oh?"


It wasn't often that she stayed over, and when she did, she made sure to leave before he woke up. Hiro stopped counting the number of times he had woken up to cold sheets and the scent of her skin lingering in the air, teasing him.


Look. She was here.


Key emphasis on was.


She might be with him physically, but Hiro began to wonder if her mind drifted somewhere else. When she looked at him, was it really him or another?


Invisible jealousy crawls in his spine.


He would never ask her, and he thinks that's part of the reason she chose him in the first place.


 


In the lab, nothing has changed. She has become the lab manager, close to finishing her PhD. Her days consist of writing grants to get more money so that the rest of them can pursue their research. To Hiro, there is nothing nobler.


One night, he got so caught up in programming that he didn't notice the skies grow dark outside his office. He had just picked up his backpack when he heard a loud clang. A million scenarios ran through his head—another intruder, he had to call the rest of the group to gear up—but when he heard a faint curse, he relaxed.


"Up this late, GoGo?"


She looked up at him, startled but trying desperately not to show it.


He spoke for her. "I didn't know you still worked on your electromag bike."


She scoffed. "It hasn't been taken out for a test ride in a while. Besides, I usually get around with the skates anyways."


Although things had calmed down ever since they took down Yokai, every couple of months there would be a new problem in San Franskyo that required the Big Hero 6's attention.


But it is clear that they are growing up. He had been one of the groomsmen for Fred's wedding just the weekend prior. Although he was on the same intellectual level as them—he was also working on his PhD thesis project—it still felt painfully obvious how much younger he was than most of his friends.


He crouched down on the floor so that they were level with one another. She looked up, a bit apprehensive, and he was afraid for a moment that she would tell him to go home. Luckily, her mouth stayed shut.


Flopping back onto the lab floor, he noticed how his shirt had ridden up. A consequence of his most recent growth spurt.


"I need to go buy new clothes."


"Mmm-hmm." She was absorbed in her work now. Something about her concentrated face fascinated Hiro. It was so straight-forward. No walls. Easy to see what she was thinking about.


He wished she looked at him like that.


"Do you think I've grown up since I met you guys?"


He hears GoGo's bubblegum snap. There is silence for a bit, before he dares to look over.


She is staring at him, with those unrelenting eyes. A challenge he cannot help but meet.


After a pause, she answers him. "Of course. Or else we wouldn't do what we've been doing for the past six months."


His surprise is tangible. They, well rather she, rarely talked about what was going on between them. He knew it wasn't a relationship, per say. But he also knew that he was the only one she was with. And visa versa, for that matter. He couldn't even think of anyone else he desired as much as he did her.


Just her.


That first night, in his garage, she had ridden him into the cushions. It was not fast, but it was hard. There was no softness in the way she looked at him, nipped at his skin, tore off his clothing.


He was surprised, because he had imagined this scenario in his head more times than he was willing to admit. She was beautiful. Head strong, wickedly smart, but just plain beautiful. Not only when they were tangled up in one another. Even now, grease staining her hands, hair half up, bags under her eyes from the stress of work, she was more beautiful than any other.


His own feelings were nothing new. He knew exactly how he felt about her, but nothing of what she felt in return (if anything at all). So he smiled when she asked him if he wanted to take a spin, dropping her helmet beside his head. After all, GoGo wasn't the only one who could wear masks.


 


"How do we understand the human mind?" asked the lecturer.


Hiro was listening, but he had mastered the art of multitasking in class long, long ago. His ears picked up on the professor's nuances as his hands sketched a design for a new engine.


"As grad students at San Franskyo University, it is imperative…" Hiro grimaced. He hated that word—"…that you get a feel for what it means to truly connect with another person."


His hands slowed down, attention suddenly piqued.


"As the old adage says, 'Birds of a feather flock together.' We are attracted to those in which we see ourselves."


He shook his head, hands returning to the task he had set them to. He didn't need an old man's words to remind him of what he already knew.


When Tadashi went, everyone grieved with him. His Aunt. His friends. The professors at the university that all wrote emails to him, mourning the loss of such a bright young mind.


But he didn't eat meals with Aunt Cass. He ignored the texts of his friends. He deleted emails without reading them.


Only GoGo seemed to understand him, right after Baymax, who wasn't human but understood exactly how Hiro felt by reading his vitals.


After they put Callaghan in prison, everyone congratulated him outside the courtroom. Krei especially thanked him for his testimonial, offering him his personal business card for one special favor. The rest of the gang swept him away as they went to Fred's mansion for a small celebratory dinner.


He was fifteen. The court proceedings had taken a long time. Despite his age, everyone had casually drank sake and therefore offered him a cup. He had taken it, but was in serious regret when the world started spinning.


They all ended up in Fred's massive media room, playing Super Street Smash Fighter Bros. The lights were dimmed, and everyone was bundled near the front of the room.


He was in the back, trying hard to cry without making any noise. The whole trial, the wounds of Tadashi's death were re-opening. When he sat there, it felt numb. But now?


He could hardly believe it had been two years. Sometimes, it still felt like Tadashi might walk through the door of the café, his room, the lab office, and laugh about how he took a spontaneous trip around the world.


But no. He was gone.


"Hey." Hiro looked up. GoGo was there, holding onto two steaming mugs of hot chocolate. She offered one to him.


She was staring at him for a long time, even after they had both drunken half of their cups. Somewhere in that time frame, she had gotten onto the floor with him, sitting cross legged.


Eventually, Hiro couldn't take it anymore. "Aren't you going to tell me not to cry?" He snapped.


"No. Cry. But I'll tell you this…" she wrapped one arm around him, than the other. Hiro kept his grasp on the mug.


"Cry all you want. But then tell yourself—this is the last time. Tadashi would want rather want you to laugh and smile when you think about him."


He closes his eyes and remembers his brother, his idol. How he always knew how to make him feel better, even if it was just a pat on the head. The same warmth is present whenever GoGo hugs him. He is reminded of the last time she did this, when he first came to accept Tadashi's passing and let go of the hatred of his heart.


She was always the first to give him what he needed.


He fell asleep in her arms.


When he wakes up the next morning, it is with a slight hangover and a strange pang in the heart that he couldn't quite name.


 


Four years later, and he knows what the pang is.


It's present whenever she smiles at him, when she screams in frustration, whenever she is beneath him, squirming and ever so slightly panting his name.


He wants to make love to her, but she doesn't let him. Sure, they've had sex. She's been to his bed so many times it is almost routine: it starts with her spontaneously coming over to work on a project or watch a movie or whatever, and ends with them grasping at each other's hair, choking for air between rough kisses.


After he turned eighteen, he had told Aunt Cass that he wanted to get his own apartment. She was a bit disappointed at first, but he was sure that if she knew of their happenings his aunt would appreciate being able to sleep well. Because well, they were loud. Two forces of nature colliding against one another. His hardened torso against her soft one. He would often trace the curve of her spine with his eyes, hands, or lips, just amazed at how she would expose herself like that to him, physically vulnerable.


But they did not make love.


Each time when he wakes up to empty, mussed sheets he stares at the ceiling tiles and tells himself that this would be the last time. That the next time she came over with her electromagnetic skates he would really help her fine tune them instead of grabbing her by the shoulders, covering her mouth with his, and then...


He shakes his head.


It's almost scary, how much he loses control around her. He's spent his entire life with a clear plan in mind. Logic was always his forte, and machines an extension of that gift ever since he fixed a microwave at age seven. But no one had ever prepared him for this. Tadashi had never been there to give him "the talk," to warn him about girls and to share his personal experiences.


So really, romance was something he couldn't grasp. Especially with a woman he's had a crush on since he was fifteen.


Every time he would try to slow down, her feet would hook behind him to speed him back up. If he kissed her tenderly, she would harden her face. It was incredibly frustrating, to hold someone with their defenses so high. So he would return her shutting him out by letting himself be possessive. His teeth would mar her neck to claim her as his. If she was begging him to take her harder, he would not do so until she had called out his name in need to his satisfaction. Over time, he felt himself become dominant, slip into this routine where she would become putty in his hands.


And yet, his heart was not satisfied, for he owned GoGo's body but not her.


 


She had asked him once, after a rare time when neither of them fell asleep after, if she was his first kiss.


He bit his lip. "No."


Of course, she had poked him for answers—literally, with a finger lightly jabbing his arm. It was amazing how after the fact they could easily return to their casual friendship while still being completely naked.


After the fifth poke, he gave in. "There was this girl at my sixteenth party. Remember, the one from my Japanese diction class? Anyways, she kissed me after the party. Said something like 'it's a part of your present.'"


GoGo snickers. "That's so…cheesy."


"Yeah, I know. Japanese diction was really awkward after that."


They rest like this, content in the silence. Hiro knows that this will only last a little longer until she decides whether to go home or sleep beside him. He hopes it is the latter, if only to wait until her breathing evens out to curl up beside her, not quite wrapped in her warmth but close to it.


Shit. He has it bad.


"And you?" he asks, hoping to steer the conversation away from him.


She stiffens, which makes him curious. GoGo, while guarded about her feelings, shares nearly everything else with him. Her demanding parents, her worries about deadlines. She was his closest human friend after all of these years.


"Apparently, I kissed a boy when I was five." The answer is curt.


"And after that?" he prods.


"After that…there was just the one."


His heart drops. "The one…what?" He knew she had past lovers. They had discussed it before, if only in passing and only when she felt like it. But this was different. This was selective.


Her arms have come to wrap around themselves, an added barricade to his onslaught. Her mouth opens, then shuts. Finally, she exhales.


"The one guy I loved."


He is about to ask her "who" out of pure shock but then notices how her eyes follow to his dresser. To the baseball cap that is sitting there, like a sentinel on watch.


He no longer needs to ask.


What comes out of his mouth instead is "I think we should stop this."


 


Hiro always had a feeling in the back of his head that they were using each other as Tadashi's replacement. After all, if you had asked the others they acted like siblings in all but in name. The wise, curt older sister. The snarky, intelligent younger brother.


Who were fucking each other. Not that anyone knew.


He was mad. In rage. He thought that he was an emotional replacement for the older Hamada, and he was alright with that. After all, wasn't that part of the reason he was attracted to her as well? But Tadashi. Tadashi had made love to GoGo. It almost made him want to curse the dead.


He feels childish and shameful. How could he get jealous when it had already been five years, if not more? But still. GoGo was his. Her rare laugh. Her warm thighs. The way she looked at him sometimes, late on Friday nights, when he thought maybe, just maybe, she lov—


There is banging on his door. He glances up from the Netflix show he doesn't even remember watching.


He half-expects it to be her, so he is surprised when he opens the door to Fred, Wasabi, and a twelve-pack of beer.


"Hey tiny Hamada. We hope you like 'Robots vs. Aliens II.'"


Several alcoholic beverages later, he asks them how they knew he was down lately. The two guys laugh and say they have noticed the Cold War between him and GoGo in the lab lately. "We know how close you guys are. Were. And we just wanted to, I don't know…" Fred drunkenly trails off, but Hiro understands.


They watch the action movie for a few more minutes before a thought occurs to him.


"Wait. Did everyone in lab notice that we had a falling out?"


Wasabi winces and looks like he's about to say something, but is cut off by Fred.


"More like had a falling in amirite?"


Hiro flushes. "You knew."


"Yeah, the looks you guys were shooting each other over lunch was not very subtle. Plus the fact that she always lets you go easy on cleaning duties. We might be busy in lab but we go to San Franskyo University—we're not dumb."


Wasabi, while looking horrified adds in, "Well, to be fair Fred doesn't go here, but yeah. You guys had a thing, right?" Hiro swirls the beer around in his cup.


"I don't know. I mean, I guess I do, but we never…quite established the parameters…in our relationship." The last word feels forced, but what better word does he have to use?


"I just," he's rambling now, "I thought that she was interested in me. Somewhat. And then I find out, she's still hung up on someone else, and I don't know, I want all of her, not just the outside but the inside too, you know?" He rubs the spot on his chest, right next to his left ribcage.


The three men sit in silence, the movie forgotten.


Wasabi clears his throat first. "If you're talking about Tadashi, she's over him."


Hiro nearly spills his drink.


His two friends are silent, the mood suddenly sobered.


Wasabi offers a weak smile, echoing Fred's words. "We're not stupid, you know."


 


What to do now.


He wakes up to the second illegal hangover of his teenage years. Making his way to the kitchen, he spots the two older men passed out on his couch. Baymax has already activated, and quickly scans Hiro when he enters the room.


"I am detecting significant dehydration due to alcohol consumption. I recommend: an aspirin and water." Baymax quickly conjures an aspirin packet from the cabinet and has a glass of water filled before Hiro can even sit down.


"Thanks Baymax." He gratefully gulps down the water as he waits for his friends to rouse.


What to do now. Well, Hiro had always been a logical kind of guy, so he starts with the facts.


1. GoGo and Tadashi had a thing going on. Probably similar to their thing.


2. She said he was the only man she had ever loved.


That annoying pang is at his heart again, squeezing it. He decides this is a good time to take the aspirin.


If only he could get over her. There were plenty of girls at the university. Prettier ones. Funnier ones.


But it didn't matter. He knew there were others but to him, there had always been just her. Always. Since the moment she told him it was okay to cry.


Maybe he really is fucked up.


 


The next week was Hell. The new information he had garnered plus the continued abstinence of her made concentrating nearly impossible. On Tuesday, he had realized that he had been re-reading the same paragraph nearly five times on his holo-textbook.


She kept in her personal office, far away from the rest of the lab. While everyone was concerned, Honey Lemon was the only one who dared to enter, usually with coffee or lunch in hand. Hiro remembered how, just a few weeks ago, it was easy to cross that threshold, easy to sit there for hours absent-mindedly chatting while working alongside each other. He missed her companionship.


The physical craving was also something he didn't expect. They had settled into a routine that flared but satisfied both of their needs. They never spoke of it, but both knew that GoGo was his first experience with the female body. He would find himself nearly driven mad with want, even at little things like catching a whiff of her in his apartment.


He wants her. He always had.


He always will.


And it scares him. Everyone he has ever gotten close to has been torn away from him. He was only able to save Baymax, but you can't rebuild humans from steel and hard work.


When they buried Tadashi, he had promised himself never again to get attached to someone he could lose. And yet. She snuck under his defenses. Repelled his attacks. Climbed over his walls.


He can only hope he had done the same for her.


 


Maybe it's sneaky, hiding in his office until she feels safe enough to leave her woman-cave.


Hiro would try to reason that just turning off your lights and being quiet wasn't creepy, but he didn't know any other way to see her alone.


When he finally hears her curses and tinkering, he opens the office door in one sound swoop.


Her hair is up. That is the first thing he notices, before seeing her raised eyebrows and slightly agape mouth. It only lasts for a quick second, before her face hardens and she tucks a purple strand behind her ear.


"What do you want?" Her bubblegum pops.


He wonders what he looks right now. Nervous? Yes. Disheveled? Most definitely. She has probably noticed the flowers he has in his hand, half-hidden by his pants. Purple is her favorite color.


"Can I sit down? With you?"


Her eyes roll. "Do I look like I own this lab?" He winces, but at least they're talking, which is more than he can say for the past two weeks.


He sits.


GoGo is many things. Bad-ass, stubborn, incredibly smart. But there was one more word that only Hiro would use about her.


Cautious.


He sees it in the way she chews on the edge of her lip, the rest of her face stoic. The silence between them burns Hiro's ears.


For once, he has to be the blunt one here.


"What happened between Tadashi and you?"


The world pauses. GoGo grips her screwdriver like a lifeline.


After a while, she speaks. "We fucked around for a bit. It ended because he fell for Honey. The end."


His brows knit. "Wait, Honey and Tadashi were dating?"


"Yeah. Secretly. Or whatever. I wouldn't know, but it was obvious that they were in love," GoGo's eyes soften. "Honey's still wrecked, poor girl."


"You're not jealous," he states. Not questions, he knows her better than that.


Her smile is somber. "Yeah. I'm not. Got over your spineless brother a long time ago."


Hiro nods, suddenly nervous all over again. His heartrate kicks up two notches. "That's good. Uh, these are for you."


He hands her the flowers, already half-wilted from when he got them at lunch. She laughs and it fills his heart because he hasn't seen her face light up like that in a while. "Aw, you shouldn't have." The plastic crinkles in her hands when he passes it to her.


"Purple is my favorite color."


"I know."


His hands linger. Her eyes meet his, the air suddenly charged.


Her lips open softly. Close. Open again.


"I missed this," she breathes.


His face is centimeters away from hers. His sigh of relief ruffles the hairs hanging by her chin.


"Me too."


Finally, their wavelengths connect. He was always chasing her, always waiting for the day she would fall in step with him so they could move on together. But they always passed one another by, close enough to remember but not enough to know.


He tastes the sugar lacing her lips.


Like every time, she is addictive.


Maybe she can sense that this time will be different, that it will mean something, because she is stiff.


He breaks apart from her.


"I'm not going to leave you."


Brown eyes search his, looking for a lie. She finds only Hiro.


Her voice is quiet, meek. Like she's the younger one here.


"Okay."


She leans back and he lets himself fall into her, in a position that is oh-so-familiar and new at the same time.


The floor is cold on his forearms, but he hopes it's his mouth that makes her shiver when he dips into her neck.


Hiro's head is spinning. Slow, slow, slow.


Zippers are pulled. Buttons undone. All performed with a languid pace that doesn't manage to quench the fire consuming his body.


He wants. He needs.


Their bare chests slide together, and it is almost not enough. He wants to feel all of her, every crook of her body a masterpiece. He slowly licks his way down her chest, then to her navel. Her scent is strong at the crux of her thighs, and he slowly makes his way up to it.


She can't retain a cry when his tongue finally circles her clit. Her heart beats fast under his palm, which has found a home within hers.


Every moan an encouragement, he closes his eyes and lets himself take his time with her. They had all night, and a lifetime if she would let him. He finds a rhythm that has her breathe uncontrollably, gripping his hand until it turns white.


Moments later, she is bucking against his mouth. With one final guttural cry, she breaks like a wave on the shore.


He pulls away with a breathless chuckle, but his face falls when he sees her covering her face with her arms.


"Everything okay?"


GoGo sighs dreamily. "Yeah, everything's okay…more than okay. It's just embarrassing."


He lies next to her, adjusting his boxers. "How?"


"It's just, I feel like a virgin. It's never been like that, I've never been…" She trails off.


Words left unsaid echo in the room.


Hiro smiles and kisses her wrist, right at the pulse. "You're so beautiful." She peeks an eye out from her fingers. She was right—he didn't know she could turn that shade of red. His heart swells and the fire within him renews.


He gently pulls her arms away from her head and pounces on her, mouth everywhere, adoring her goosebumps. Her hands also wrap around him, nails trailing his chest, his back, fingertips shuffling him out of the remainder of his clothing. Finally, they are both naked and together and it just feels so right.


So right.


They align. Just as he sits at her entrance, the heat making him lose his mind, he looks back at her face to make sure it's alright. The look of warmth stuns him. She is perfection, all he ever wanted. The unspoken words from before spill out.


"Please. Please let me love you." Her eyes widen. He can't stop now. His hand shakes as he lifts a piece of hair out of her face as he lowers himself into her.


"I am a man who has loved you for the last five years."


With this, he thrusts in suddenly. Her moan is immediate, with a tinge of longing. This would usually be the part where he moves like a man dying, fast and hurried.


Not this time.


Instead, he takes care to draw out almost all the way to the hilt, before sinking into her again.


Tears appear on the edges of her eyes. He kisses them away.


"I love you," he murmurs into the crook of her skin, continuing his sweet torture. Now that he's let it out, he can't stop saying the words to back his feelings. She doesn't say anything in reply save for gasping breaths and his name repeated like a prayer. Her legs wrap around his hips, heels like a vice.


"Don't stop," she manages before succumbing to another moan. Hiro feels teeth on his collarbone and it causes something primal to snap within him.


He continues deeper inside of her, but hastens his pace just ever so slightly. Her volume increases. The back of his mind worries about late night custodial staff until he decides he doesn't care.


She's close, he can feel it in the way her walls constrict his length. As for him, he is hard and also seeking release, but this is all about making her feel good. To show in body what words can only hint at:


He loves her, he loves her, he loves her.


Suddenly she goes quiet, quivers, and all of the sudden she comes crashing down, coming hard around his cock. She's still heaving in his grasp when he picks up speed without knowing it, thrusting into her once, twice, thrice and then finding his own release.


Hiro is sure he has traveled between planets before coming down to her again, holding her in his arms. It feels natural and warm and safe.


He gets captured by those big eyes all soon enough. She is radiant, but her eyebrows knit and she opens her mouth.


"Hiro…I…I wanted to say that I…" she looks unsure, suddenly. He swoops in to kiss her.


"It's okay. You don't need to say it yet." A hint of worry flits across her face, but her whole demeanor relaxes. She kisses him back.


"Thank you."


 


Things are the same as before. GoGo gets her PhD in Mechanical Engineering. The plaque rests next to her desk, protected by a small electrical field in case things start flying in the lab.


Hiro advances his thesis project in turn, and both of their achievements are celebrated in a big party at Aunt Cass's café, complete with a cake made out of doughnuts.


Baymax cheerfully reminds the two afterwards of how many hours of exercise it will take to burn off the calories.


GoGo deadpans and tells Baymax to go charge again.


Like any poor grad students, GoGo and Hiro move in together to save some cash. Their friends make plenty of newlywed jokes until GoGo threatens them with never fixing their cars for free again.


The title "boyfriend and girlfriend" don't quite fit, but neither does "friends." They contemplate it in bed one night, before they both settle on the word "partner." The eldest seals it with a kiss, only to pull him in for round two.


(The baseball cap still sits on the dresser, undisturbed but not foreboding.)


Sometimes, when the weather is nice and no one needs saving, they get on her bike and ride the streets of San Franskyo. Hiro enjoys sitting in the back, saying it reminds him of when he was young.


They're overlooking the skyline one night when she finally says it.


GoGo has to wipe away his tears with her sleeve, smiling at the absurdity of it all.


He doesn't care.


"I love you too."


Fin.


 


Chapter End Notes


And there goes the longest sequel I've ever done…a year in the making. Many thanks to all the people who commented or favorited the last part. This is also probably one of the fluffiest smut scenes I've ever written. I really wanted to get across the complex emotions between these two; they're not just in it to warm each other's beds. The best relationships come when you fall for your best friend and visa versa. Really, thank you all.


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work!
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by AnarchyRules
Summary


Set five years after the Big Hero 6, the team are now established superheroes in the city. But now an army of mutants led by a psychopathic super villain threatens to tear their city apart. While this happens, GoGo realises that she needs to address the fact that Hiro is no longer a child. (Partially inspired by my reaction to the Avengers 2 trailer)


How to Catch a Moving Train
Chapter One: How to Catch a Moving Train


A wise scholar once said that, “When endlessly repeated, the fantastic will inevitably become the mundane.”


While plummeting towards the Earth from thousands of feet, Hiro Hamada thought that the wise scholar was a complete and utter moron. While he had now been doing this sort of thing for five years now, each flight was as exhilarating as the first time he had gone airborne.


Just before making contact with the ground Baymax pulled up alongside the speeding train that they were chasing, practically inches from becoming a smudge on the Californian landscape. Cruising at a steady three hundred miles an hour the Cross Continental monorail sped across the green countryside.


“Nice work, buddy,” he said fondly, patting the robot’s metallic body armour. Suddenly his headset receiver crackled.


“Hiro, this is GoGo. Where are you?”


“Right alongside the train,” he replied, “How are you doing?”


“I’m keeping on top of things.”


~o~O~o~


“I’m keeping on top of things.”


Ha ha, GoGo, real funny. What a great time to develop a sense of humour.


Hanging onto the roof of the speeding monorail’s front carriage was the yellow armoured form of GoGo Tomago, doing everything to stop herself from being flung into the air.


“Any word on the others?” Hiro asked through her headset radio.


“All long range signals are jammed,” she replied through gritted teeth, “Can’t get through to ‘em. It’s just you and me today.”


“I am also present, Miss Tomago,” While often claiming that, as a robot, it was impossible for him to be offended, Baymax sounded almost hurt.


“Sorry, Baymax,” she said quickly, “You’re here too.”


“I am aware of that.”


“GoGo,” Hiro interrupted, “Is there an access patch or anything like that you can use to get inside?”


“Yeah I can see one,” she replied, forcing herself forward inch by inch, crawling across, “But they said they’d start killing hostages if they saw anyone.”


“Then don’t let them see you. Duh. Hiro out.”


“Cheeky bastard,” she muttered, smirking despite herself.


“You know that I can still hear you, right?”


“Shut up. I know that.”


~o~O~o~


Forty-seven minutes before, the Cross Continental monorail had been hijacked on transit by thirteen armed men and women. They immediately took all ninety-three passengers hostage and informed the authorities that if twenty-five million dollars in cash was not delivered to them by the time they pulled into San Fransokyo, they would kill every passenger on board.


Naturally Hiro, GoGo and Baymax were not huge fans of the proposed arrangement and had elected to do something about it.


~o~O~o~


As carefully and silently as possible, GoGo opened the access hatch and jumped down into the train’s interior.


Good, there was no-one to be seen, either gunman or hostage. She crept along the hallway before ducking into a nearby compartment. “Baymax,” she whispered into her headset, “I need you to scan the train and tell me where they’re keeping the hostages. If we can take out the men guarding them we can end this thing right now.”


“Scan complete,” the robot replied, “The greatest concentration of people is in the dining carriage, two carriages down from your position.”


“They should have had them scattered all throughout the train,” she said, “That would have been the smart thing, it would have made it more risky for anyone planning a rescue.”


“Do you really want to start giving them tactical advice, GoGo?” Hiro snarked.


“Shut up,” she said to him for the second time that day, “Where are you?”


“Baymax and I snuck in through the back,” he replied, “We’ll go forward and meet you in the middle and then come up with more of a plan.”


“Sounds good,” she agreed. She leant her head out of the compartment door before quickly ducking back in. She could see two black armoured figures enter her carriage, each carrying a strange looking gun.


Okay, I’m going to have to do this fast.


Attaching the wheels to her wrists and ankles, she silently rolled across the floor after the pair before rising to her feet and tapping the nearest hijacker on the shoulder.


“Hi,” she said calmly as they turned to face her, “I suppose asking for directions to the loo would be a step to far, right?” Before they could respond, she decked them both in their faces with her spinning wheels, knocking them out cold. “Morons,” she muttered under her breath before continuing on her way.


“Are you alright?” Hiro asked, “Baymax said that there were some guys in your carriage.”


“They just wanted to know if I was free to hang out later,” she replied glibly.


“Did you let ‘em down gently?”


“Oh suuuure,”she said sarcastically, “I was very considerate, charming, the whole bundle. I’m a very classy girl, you know that.”


“That’s news to me.”


“Shut up.”


~o~O~o~


“Are you and Miss Tomago undergoing social hostilities, Hiro?” Baymax asked as they passed through the cargo carriage.


“No,” Hiro replied quickly, “Why do you ask?”


“Because she has told you to shut up on no less than four separate occasions within the past ten minutes.” The nineteen year old laughed.


“It’s just an expression, mate,” he said, grinning at the robot. Even after all these years he was still constantly amazed by his friend’s naiveté when it came to human interaction.


“Very well,” said Baymax, “I will archive this form of human interaction for later analysis.”


“Whatever floats your boat.”


“I am capable of floating without need of a vessel such as a boat.”


“It’s just a… Oh never mind, I’m saying that way too much as it is anyway. It’s practically a catchphrase at this point. Here we are.”


~o~O~o~


“GoGo,” Hiro said, “We’ve made it to the dining carriage. Where are you?”


“One carriage down from you,” she replied, “Baymax, how many guys are guarding the hostages?”


“Approximately nine,” the robot answered immediately.


“Approximately?” she asked, “That doesn’t sound all that definite.”


“Given that I lack the specific medical information for every person on this train it is impossible to differentiate between the hostages and hostage takers,” Baymax said apologetically, “However, given that there are two bio-signs in the cockpit (one for the driver and one for the criminal) and two unconscious several carriages behind you, I am confident that my hypothesis is correct. However, I must point out that the device that is currently jamming our long range communications could potentially cause my instruments to make a false reading.”


“Fair enough,” she said, stopping at the door to the dining carriage, “Alright, I’m here.” She ducked underneath the window on the door.


“What do you see?” Hiro asked.


“They’ve got all of the passengers on the floor,” she answered, looking out, “Packed together like sardines, if we screw this up a lot of them could die.”


“Then we won’t screw it up,” came the reply, “Where are the gunmen positioned?”


“Can’t you see anything?”


“We’re in the cargo compartment,” he said, “There’s no window on our door.”


“There is two gunmen right outside my door,” she whispered, “Hang on, just let me take another look… Yep, two on my door, three at yours and there’s also two in the middle of the floor. This isn’t gonna be easy. We’ll have to take ‘em all down at once before they can hurt the hostages. Hang on, how strong is the grip in your suit.”


“Pretty strong. Why? I’m not gonna like this plan, am I?”


“Probably not,” she replied smoothly, “But for some reason your discomfort is a cross I’m willing to bear.”


“Why do I put up with you?”


“You just do.”


“Fair enough, what’s the plan?”


“Punch a hole in the roof and climb up out on top,” she instructed, “Baymax will tell you when you’re right on top of them, then kick down and take them out on my signal.”


“That’ll actually work,” he said, “Of course you realise that your plan involves me scurrying across the roof of a train going at a respectable fraction of the speed of sound? Why can’t Baymax do it?”


“Because there’s three guys at your door,” she said, “ They all have weird guns and to be perfectly honest, I’d rather have Baymax take three and you take two.”


“Are you suggesting that I can’t take on three heavily armed men?”


“Yes.”


“Fair enough.”


~o~O~o~


“Fair enough, my ass,” Hiro muttered as he climbed out of the newly broken window.


“Be careful, Hiro,” Baymax cautioned, “Even with your body armour, a fall from this height and at this speed could potentially cause you a serious injury, possibly even a fatal one.”


“I’ll be fine,” he assured the robot, “See? No problem.” He hoisted himself out and up onto the roof. “Okay, buddy,” he said into his microphone, “You’re gonna need to be my eyes here. How far forward do I go?”


“Stand in the middle of the carriage,” the robot instructed, “Now move forward until I tell you to stop.” He crawled forward, inch by inch until he heard, “Stop, you are directly on top of them.”


“If I come through the roof is there any chance of hitting a passenger?” he asked.


“No,” Baymax replied, “There is a space of one point five metres between the gunmen and the nearest hostage.”


“Good to know,” Hiro said, hitting a button on his wrist guard. A small compartment slid open to reveal a bright pink spherical blob. “Thank you, Honey-Lemon,” he said fondly, “Alright, guys, I’m all ready to go, what about you?”


“Ready when you are, kid.”


“I am ready, Hiro.”


“Alright, let’s do this.”


~o~O~o~


“Alright, let’s do this,” said Hiro, through GoGo’s radio. She moved to the other end of her carriage, turning the hall into a makeshift runway as she crouched. “We go on Baymax’s signal. Count us down, buddy.”


“Affirmative.


“Five,


“Four,


“Three,


“Two,


“One,


“Now!”


In less than two seconds, GoGo crossed the length of the entire carriage and leapt through the window, shattering it and piling into the two armed men. She looked up just in time to see a portion of the roof dissolve into a pink powdery cloud that Hiro fell through, landing on his two gunmen and slamming their faces into the floor.


While there was a certain impressive theatricality to the methods that the two humans used to dispatch their foes the elegant practicality of Baymax put them both to shame.


He simply punched through the door and delivered the armed men non-lethal electric shocks via the defibrillators in his hands.


“I always feel very superfluous whenever he’s around,” Hiro said dejectedly, “He makes it look so easy.”


“Whine later,” GoGo said quickly, “We’ve still got to get to the driver and make sure that he’s alright. Baymax, watch these guys and look after the passengers.”


“Affirmative,” replied the robot before turning to face the still huddled passengers. “Please remain calm,” he said in his soothing synthetic voice, “The situation is in good hands.”


~o~O~o~


“What did you mean when you said that they had weird guns?” Hiro asked as he and GoGo ran down to the driver’s compartment, “I didn’t take that close of a look at them.”


“I couldn’t see any ammo mags on them,” she said, “And there’s some odd light things on the barrel. I’ll get Wasabi to take a look at one once this I all over and –” She was suddenly cut off as Hiro tackled her into the nearest compartment just in time to avoid a sudden stream of blinding electricity.


“I’m starting to agree that there’s something strange about those guns,” he said distractedly. While it was very clearly the wrong time to be having suck thoughts, he couldn’t help but notice that their faces were awfully close to one another. She pushed him off of her and stuck her head out before quickly pulling it back to dodge another blast of energy.


“What’s he doing?” Hiro asked, crouching behind her.


“She is just guarding the door to the driver,” GoGo replied. “Okay, I’m gonna see if I can get to the compartment opposite us.”


“GoGo, wait!” Hiro cried out but to no avail, the biker girl had already barrel rolled out through the hallway and into the opposite compartment, narrowly avoiding a third blast of electricity.


“What was that?” she called out, grinning cheekily at him, “I couldn’t hear your concern for me over just how awesome that was.”


“Shut up,” he replied, “Damn it, now you’ve got me saying it. So what’s the plan? One-two?”


“Sounds good,” she called back, “You can be the One.”


“You just want me to go out there first so that I can get a big old face of lightning don’t you?” he asked sarcastically.


“Aw, come on,” she faux-crooned, the grin never leaving her face, “Where’s your sense of chivalry? You’re the big strong man and I’m just the small woman.” Hiro knew from experience that GoGo would never ever say something like that unless she really felt like screwing with him. However, if she wanted to play that game, he was more than happy to oblige her.


“I’m not a big strong man,” he called out, “You’re just really tiny. Anyone looks big next to you.”


“I’m gonna get you for that,” she said dryly.


“Hey!” called out the woman with the lightning gun, “Are you going to fight or are you going to keep flirting?”


“Hang on,” said Hiro, briefly looking out at her, “We’re not flirting, this – this isn’t flirting, we’re just friends… Ah, forget it.” He rolled out into the hall and then into the compartment next to GoGo’s, a trail of lightning following him just as GoGo leapt out and hurled one of her wheels like a Frisbee out towards the woman, catching her straight in the chest and hurling her to the floor. Before she could regain her footing, Hiro tackled her and pinned her down.


“Do you two need a room?” GoGo asked, her right eyebrow raised high in amusement.


“Oh shut up and help me cuff her,” he replied.


I’m never taking the train again, he thought as GoGo smirked innocently at him.


~o~O~o~


One hour later


Looking down from the roof of nearest building, Hiro, GoGo and Baymax watched as the San Fransokyo police department haul away the hijackers and provide aid to the passengers. The sun was beginning its decent over the bay and the sky was awash with orange, blue and purple. Despite being strictly a science nerd that cared only about if something was practical or not, Hiro found himself really enjoying the sight for once.


“We did a good job guys,” he said, grinning as the woman leading the attack was forced into the backseat of a police car before being driven away to lockup.


“That we did,” GoGo agreed, rubbing Baymax’s armoured side affectionately, “You did good in there, big guy. You even managed to pick this loser’s slack.”


“Hey,” Hiro said, trying (and failing miserably) to sound offended before a smile crept out over his face. “Do you think the others are going to be mad they missed this one?” he asked.


“Wasabi and Honey, no,” she said before grinning vindictively, “But Fred is gonna crushed. High speed train hijacks are apparently a beloved staple in those comics of his.”


“Oh boy, he’s gonna throw a hissy fit,” Hiro agreed, smiling as they both took in the sunset.


After about forty seconds they both realised that the silence was now becoming somewhat awkward.


“So…” he said, shifting from foot to foot.


“Yeah,” she said in the same tone of voice, “It’s getting late, I should probably head off and… You know… Later, dude.” She punctuated the last word by punching him lightly on the shoulder before turning around and walking away.


“Hiro,” Baymax, “Are you alright? I noticed a significant increase in your heartbeat.”


“Yeah,” said Hiro before swallowing, “Everything’s fine.”


~o~O~o~


I hope you enjoyed this first chapter. If you thought that the train thing was a little generic, don’t worry, I just wanted to use a comic book staple for an action open, kind of like how Skyfall started (without the friendly fire though).


Also, about the characters’ first names (non-nicknames):


While in the comics, the characters are all Japanese and have appropriately Japanese names, the cast for the movie had more ethnic variety. So, I was wondering that in cases when a first name would be needed (legal documents, official business, extremely dramatic scenes etc.) if it would bother anyone if I just used the voice actors’ first names. For example, GoGo’s first name would be Jamie for Jamie Chung. Let me know what you think about that in the comments.


Please leave a review and I’ll see you next time.


Robots Have No Sense of Discretion
Chapter Two: Robots Have No Sense of Discretion


As soon as Hiro made it to the safety and peace of his apartment he was instantly tackled and spun around by concerned but yet frightfully angry Honey-Lemon.


“What were you thinking?” she howled, squeezing him even tighter, “We saw it all on the news. You could have could’ve been killed!” When it came to laying on the guilt, no-one could match the devastation that Honey-Lemon could inflict with those massive tear filled eyes of hers.


“Ack!” Hiro gasped, “Need… To… Breathe!” Honey-Lemon relaxed her grip slightly, just enough so that some air could make its way to his lungs.


“Better?” she asked.


“Yes.”


“Good, then what were you thinking?” she repeated, “Why didn’t you call us?”


“We tried to but we couldn’t,” he said quickly, “They had a jamming unit in the driver’s compartment that blocked out all long range communications, we could barely stay in contact on the short range.” She let go of him.


“Well that’s… uh… actually that’s a pretty good explanation,” she admitted unwillingly before grumbling, “And now I’ve got all of this pent up rage and nobody to take it out on.” Hiro couldn’t help but smirk at her as she walked to the kitchen to pour a glass of water. “Watch it, mister,” she said warningly, pointing her finger at him, “You’re still not out of the woods yet. How did it go?” He smiled.


“Honey,” he said, “You’re my roommate, not my mother. It’s bad enough with Auntie Cass, she’s still convinced that I’m too young to live away from home.”


“Don’t care,” she said, “Spill.” He shrugged.


“As well as any run of the mill moving high speed train hijacking prevention… thing,” he said, holding his hands out. Going by the look she was directing his way, clearly she was unamused. “It went well,” he elaborated, “No-one was hurt, except for the hijackers themselves and their suffering is a cross that I am more than willing to bear. We just went in, got the job done and got out. Nothing out of the ordinary.”


“There was an irregularity with your heartbeat, Hiro,” added Baymax, choosing now to enter the apartment.


“What’s wrong?” Honey asked, once again fretful.


“Nothing, nothing!” Hiro hastily insisted. She looked at him doubtfully before taking a drink of water. Scolding people wreaked havoc on her vocal cords.


“Are you experiencing memory loss?” Baymax asked in his synthetic yet concerned voice, “Because your heartrate fluctuated dramatically when you and Miss Tomago held extended eye contact –” The rest of the robot’s statement was drowned out by the sound of Honey-Lemon alternating between choking on her water and laughing.


“Don’t. Say. A word,” he said warningly. She just grinned in amazement.


“I didn’t say anything,” she replied, looking like she was two seconds away from squeeing. Hiro turned to Baymax. “Thanks, mate,” he said somewhat sarcastically, “You always have my back.”


“You are welcome,” Baymax replied, still a stranger to sarcasm, “Are you satisfied with your care?”


“You know what? Yes I am,” he said, “Now go and recharge and think about what you’ve done.” He turned back to look at Honey-Lemon who was still smiling excitedly. “What?” he asked, “Nothing happened. Nothing happened.”


“But you wanted something to happen,” she said smugly with the kind of self-assurance that men have never learned how to master nor defend against.


“I didn’t say that,” he said quickly, “Your words, not mine.”


“Hiro,” she said enthusiastically, “It’s perfectly alright. After all, you were in college at a young age, the only girls that you met on a regular basis were a few years your senior so it perfect sense that you would develop an attraction to older women.”


“I do not have an attraction to GoGo!” he practically growled. Somehow this just made her smirk grow in size and smugness. “What?”


“I just mentioned you having a possible attraction to older women,” she said self-contentedly, “You were the one to bring up GoGo.” Groaning in defeat he slumped over and collapsed onto the couch in front of the television.


“What happened?” she asked, sitting next to his head and ruffling his hair in what she hoped was a sisterly fashion.


“Oh fine,” he grumbled, “We’d finished the job and were watching the police wrap things up and we were talking and then all of a sudden… We weren’t. Just silence. It was… It wasn’t an awkward silence it actually felt like a good one if that makes any sense. Like we didn’t have to say anything ‘cause we knew each that well. There was a setting sun over the harbour and – don’t you dare laugh – I don’t think that she’s ever been more beautiful than she was in that moment (Honey-Lemon had to stifle an “Aw” as she was quite certain that it would not go down well with him), covered in dust and wearing banged up armour and smiling like… and then… Well, I guess we realised that something was happening and then it went awkward.” He groaned again and buried his face in the seat cushion.


“There, there,” she said patting him on the head, “We’ve all been there, trust me on that.”


“I don’t know what I’m supposed to do,” he said, “I mean, come on, she still thinks of me as a kid. I’m not but she does.”


“I don’t,” she said suddenly, “No, don’t worry, I’m not hitting on you, I just don’t see you as a kid. I mean, we went to college together. So no, I never saw you as a kid, just someone who was shorter than me and, let’s face it, who isn’t?” That actually got a laugh out of the boy.


“So what do you think I should do?” he asked.


“Go for it,” she said simply. He looked up at her in shock. “What?” she asked, laughing incredulously, “You like her, you said that there was a moment so maybe she likes you in the same way. Maybe she doesn’t but you’re never going to know if you just sit around here moping. It doesn’t have to be a bit dramatic gesture or anything like that either. Just ask her out to get a coffee or something like that and talk to her. I swear, men are so dense at this sort of thing.”


“You think that it could work?” he asked hopefully?


“I don’t know,” she replied, shrugging, “But you never will know if you don’t try.”


~o~O~o~


GoGo frowned as she watched her instant noodles rotate around in her microwave. Something had happened on the rooftop a few hours ago and she was not entirely certain what it was. While there was no denying that she and Hiro had always been close over the past year she had noticed a change in him, especially regarding his mannerisms around her. Neither of them had ever talked about it, almost as though they had reached an unspoken agreement not to but now it was getting harder to do so.


Hiro liked her in a more than friends kind of way, that much she was certain of but she wasn’t entirely sure how she felt about him. She did like him, these days he really was her best mate, they liked the same movies, had similar hobbies and when the whole group had taken a beach holiday earlier that year she did have to briefly stifle a gasp when she saw what he looked like without a shirt but… There was an age gap and she wasn’t sure if she was comfortable with that. It wasn’t that big, she was twenty-four, he was nineteen and it wasn’t like he was a child. He had graduated college for crying out loud. She needed to talk to someone about it to get some objective feedback.


Wasabi was probably not the best guy to talk about it to. While he was probably the smartest of the group he was also a little too neurotic for this kind of discussion.


Fred was also immediately ruled out as… well… GoGo wasn’t sure what she’d get by discussing this matter with him, it would either be really funny, really annoying or some combination of the two and that really was not what she needed at the time. Also, she would feel a lot more comfortable if she was discussing this with a woman.


Aunt Cass…? No, that probably wasn’t the best idea. While she loved to mother them all and give them advice as well as constantly feed them, the fact that she was Hiro’s aunt would certainly throw her objectivity into question.


That left Honey-Lemon. While the perky blonde was Hiro’s roommate she was also one of her best friends and if she asked her to keep a confidence, she would.


~o~O~o~


Katherine Skylark was being held in isolation during her stay in police lockup. As she had been the one to lead the attack on the on the train, the police thought it best to keep her away from the rest of her team. She slightly shifted her position on the wooden bench that she was handcuffed to, causing her to wince slightly in pain. She could still feel the impact of the yellow armoured girl’s spinning discs on her chest. She frowned as she thought back to what had happened. It was supposed to be so simple, hold the passengers hostage, have the demanded ransom deposited into a bank account of their choosing and then leave the still moving train so that by the time it reached the station they would have been long gone. They had specifically picked that particular stretch of track to start the hijack as it was the furthest point from any police station. It would have worked perfectly if not for those multi coloured freaks.


Despite the pain it caused her (and despite the fact that it was Bella Swan levels of childish) she stamped her foot against the concrete floor with such force that it echoed down the hall.


Hang on, that wasn’t an echo. There was some sort of a commotion going on in the office outside. Wait? Was that gunfire? Suddenly, a police officer was flung through the door and he slid across the floor until his motionless body stopped right outside her cell door, just touching the bars. The keys to the door were dangling on the unfortunate officer’s belt.


“Well?” said a voice, “Are you coming or not?” She looked up to see a man enter the holding area. With his navy blue Armani suit, expensive wristwatch and slicked back blonde hair, he could not have looked more out of place in his surrounding if he had tried. Despite the sounds of violence still happening out of view, he seemed quite calm, almost bored.


“Who are you?” she asked cautiously. He looked at her with a raised eyebrow.


“Does it really matter?” he asked, voicing the question like a request for directions to the nearest bus stop or something as equally mundane.


“Yes,” she said sharply, “I go where I want.”


“And how’s that working out for you, sweetheart?” he asked sardonically, tapping the cell bars to illustrate his point. “Look,” he said, “All that you need to know is that I’m the guy who’s offering you a chance to get out of. It’s also an ultra-exclusive, limited one-time offer so you’d better make a decision quick because it is going, going…”


“Done,” she replied firmly. Any deal had to be better than prison and if it wasn’t, there was always the option of killing this guy and his goons and making a clean getaway. He smiled as she stole the dead guard’s keys and unlocked her cell.


“Well come on then,” he said, ushering her out of the holding area, “Time’s a-wasting.”


There was something about the man’s smile that troubled her. It was almost as if he had known about her Plan B and as opposed to being worried, he found the idea of her trying to kill him to be something funny.


~o~O~o~


I hope you enjoyed this new chapter. Thanks again to the people who review, the number of reviews increases the speed that I put up new chapters.


Also, since Big Hero 6 is technically a Marvel (non MCU) product would you like S.H.I.E.L.D. to make an appearance or would you like me to keep this as independent a story as possible?


Thanks for reading. Please review and I’ll see you next time.


Laying Low
Sorry about the gap between updates, exam time in Uni. Lots of fun


Chapter Three: Laying Low


The explosion rocked the building to its very foundations. Agent Smythe snarled as he realised that the tower was coming down while he was stuck on the roof and that Captain Blue Fist was escaping with his one true love, Betty Carver.


“Save me!” she screamed as the blue skinned villain cackled manically.


Ding! Dong!


“Always when I’m reading,” Fred grumbled, tossing his comic book on the couch as he made his way to the mansion’s entrance. Naturally, Heathcliff had already greeted the visitor and ushered them inside. “Hiro!” he said excitedly, “What brings you here, bro?”


“I thought that you might want this,” Hiro said, tossing the older man a strange looking gun, minus the power pack of course. He was smart enough to not walk around with a loaded gun, kinetic or otherwise. “I know that you weren’t technically there but I figured that you still might want a trophy.” Ever since they had started their superhero careers, Fred had always liked to claim a memento for every successful mission.


“Thanks,” the surfer dude said while excitedly flipping the gun around and looking at it. “Still majorly bummed that I missed out on the heist. Looked totally wicked. How did it go?”


“It was fine,” Hiro said, leaning against the wall, “The lady in charge was a bit of a psycho.”


“Was she hot?”


“Dude! She shot at me with a lightning gun.”


“But was she hot?” Hiro shrugged helplessly.


“I don’t know,” he said, “I suppose she had a sort of rugged confidence about her that some might find attractive but not really my thing especially when you consider that she shot at me with a lightning gun! I feel like you are ignoring that last part.”


“Relax, bro,” Fred said soothingly, “Just asking. Anyway, we all know that your thing is more in the line of tiny Korean girls with a penchant for stunt biking and bubble gum.” Hiro grinned.


“When did you learn penchant?” Hiro asked, sounding impressed, completely missing the rest of the sentence for the moment, caring more about Fred’s expanded vocabulary.


“Hey,” Fred said defensively, “I read.”


“Okay, okay,” Hiro said in a mollifying (yet somehow playfully sarcastic) tone of voice, “I’m sorry, sometimes I forget just how well read you are.”


“So I know that you didn’t come by to give me this seriously sweet gift, BT-Dubs, thanks man,” he said happily while holding up the trophy, “So what brings you down here?”


“Just felt like getting out of the apartment for a bit,” Hiro replied easily, “Honey-Lemon’s really laying on the guilt trip for not being able to call.”


“She’s just worried,” Fred said, leaping onto the nearest sofa and flopping his feet onto the clearly priceless coffee table, much to Heathcliff’s eternal consternation.


“I know,” Hiro relented, “But… You know.”


“Yeah, I hear you, mate,” the older man said sympathetically.


“Anyway,” said Hiro, “The other reason I came by is that I’m thinking of making some modifications to my suit and you know how much I value you’re… er… enthusiastic creativeinput.”


“Happy to assist,” said Fred happily.


~o~O~o~


There was something extremely off putting about the man in the navy blue suit, Katherine Skylark had decided. He had just arranged a prison breakout that had resulted in the deaths of three police officers and the only emotion that he seemed to be displaying was boredom as they huddled in the back of the speeding van. She looked at him curiously and he boldly stared back at her, silently daring her to break the silence first.


Suddenly the van came to a stop.


“Out,” was all that he said and she followed him out of the van and into an alleyway where he and the van’s driver led her to a nondescript looking yellow car. “In,” he said curtly as he climbed into the backseat with her quickly following. As soon as the driver got them back out onto the main roads she realised that she had had enough with the man’s cryptic attitude.


“Alright,” she snapped, “That’s it! I want answers. Who the hell are you and where are we going?” Both the man in the suit and the driver started laughing. “What?” she demanded in an icy tone of voice.


“Oh it’s nothing,” said the man, still shaking with laughter as he passed the driver a twenty dollar bill, “It’s just… Given that you were the kind of person who designed a high tech weapon like your zappy ray gun of death thing, I bet that you would wait until the end of the drive to start asking questions. He,” the man nodded at the driver, “disagreed and bet me a twenty. He won.” He cocked his head curiously. “Actually, Howard, have I ever won one of our bets?”


“There was that time congress voted to ban teaching Intelligent Design in schools,” said Howard the driver, “Definitely didn’t see that one coming.” The man chuckled fondly at the memory.


“Yeah,” he said, grinning, “I never expected to win that one, it was more naïve optimism than anything though of course I am now naturally happy to have our class rooms once again become a safe haven for knowledge rather than superstition.” He turned back to Katherine. “Don’t worry, sweetheart,” he said, revelling in her obvious displeasure at being called sweetheart, “All will be revealed when we reach our destination.”


~o~O~o~


Hiro looked up from his work as Wasabi entered Fred’s basement/the team’s workshop. “Hey,” he said tiredly, “I didn’t know that you were coming by.”


“Fred called and said that you were working on some suit modifications,” said Wasabi, “At least he did before he passed out on the chair over there.” He nodded in the direction of the comatose, snoring Fred. “What are you working on?” he asked, looking at the blueprints the younger man had laid out. “Leg modifications?” he mused, “Interesting. What’s this, jet boots? What are you thinking, you want to fly around like Baymax?”


“Not exactly,” Hiro replied, “Because I’m quite a bit smaller than our marshmallow friend I don’t think that there would be enough room in the armour to fit in all of the components that I’d need for actual flight.” Wasabi nodded when he realised where Hiro was going with his line of thought.


“So you’re thinking of some sort of jump ability? Like what Fred has?”


“Not exactly,” Hiro countered, “I’m thinking something jet based. It would make for a faster speed. I’m just having some trouble fitting it all in without slowing me down when running.”


“Let me take a look at it,” Wasabi said, sitting down next to him and grabbing a pencil. “So,” he said, “How was the train job?” Hiro half laughed, half groaned.


“You’ve got to be the third person to ask me that tonight, well morning now, but same thing,” Hiro said, glancing at his watch.


“Just curious,” Wasabi said calmly, scribbling on the paper.


“It was alright,” Hiro said, downplaying the whole thing, “Although later I do want to look into the woman that was in charge of the gang.”


“Why?”


“They had these strange guns,” he said, “They shot out burst of electrical energy. No ammunition limit, just a battery. Normal guns in civilian hands is bad enough but these things? I want to find out who’s making and distributing them so we can shut ‘em down before too many of those get out.”


“How do you plan on getting into the station?” Wasabi asked.


“I was thinking of asking Krei to help with that,” Hiro replied, “I’m sure he knows something that could help.” He then looked down at Wasabi’s handiwork. “Ooh,” he said excitedly, “I like that. We’ll have try it out to make sure it works but I like it.” Wasabi’s design had added small jet boosters to the bottom of the boots and while that alone was not enough to make the kind of jumps that Hiro had in mind, the additional boosters attached to the suits gauntlets would be more than enough as well as providing greater directional control. “This is good.” Wasabi grinned.


“Thought you’d like it,” he said proudly, “Now I’ve been spitballing some ideas for modifications to my suit, strength augmentation and the like, and I wanted to run them by someone to get some feedback…”


~o~O~o~


By the time San Fransokyo had disappeared over the horizon the sky was beginning to turn a pale pink as the sun started to creep up over the hills. The car skimmed along the highway until it finally came to a stop outside a large house just parked alongside the road in the middle of nowhere. “You are allowed to get out of the car now,” said the man. Katherine frowned as she climbed out of the vehicle, did anything rattle this guy? He was too calm. He had to be on something she decided, even if he was displaying no physical symptoms of mood altering medication. He and Howard led her inside and she was surprised to see that despite the house’s rustic exterior, the inside resembled a commercial for Apple. Everything was white, smooth and gleaming. “This way,” he said, leading her downstairs into the basement which appeared to serve as a lab room of some kind. He then turned to face her. “I imagine that you have some questions that you would like to ask,” he said, smirking.


“Like, for starters, who are you?” she asked immediately. He shrugged.


“Let’s just say that I am a big fan of your work,” he said enigmatically.


“That’s not an answer,” she challenged.


“But it’s all that you’re getting for now,” he replied.


“Why did you break me out? What do you want from me?” she asked.


“I just want you to keep working,” he said, “I think that you have the potential to go far, all you need is a benevolent benefactor.”


“Like you?” she asked sarcastically.


“Exactly!” he said brightly, “Now I love your work. That zappo lightning gun thing? Love it! Now, it is with that love that I must inform you that your little train heist idea was kind of dumb. Once those hero guys showed up you had no back-up plan to deal with it. The whole thing reeked of desperation. What is it that you want Miss Katherine Skylark?”


“My business,” she said icily. Far from being offended, the man just continued to smile that infuriating smirk.


“No problem,” he said, “After all, a woman does need to keep a little mystery about her. Anyway, I’ve got this little… weeell I suppose you could call it a side project coming up in the next few months and I could do with a little insurance. Basically, I’d really appreciate it if you kept on doing what it is you do best.”


“Which is…?”


“Building things that go bang!” he said enthusiastically, “You whipped together those lightning guns with a box of scraps. I’d like to see what you could do with a more generous budget at your disposal. You would work here and of course you would be compensated with an absolutely absurd amount of money. Howard here would also stay to assist you. Don’t let his humble appearance fool you, he is quite a quick thinker and should be able to keep up with you.”


“And if I were to decline your kind offer?” she responded challengingly.


“Then the door is in that direction,” he said pointing at the stairs, “After all, you are not my prisoner, no-one here is holding a gun to your head. Say the word and you’re free to go… but, do you have a plan? After all, you are an escaped prisoner implicated in an attempted hostage taking situation… thing. Would staying off the grid for a while really be such bad thing?” Katherine sighed.


“Fine then,” she relented, “You’ve got yourself a deal but you better be straight with or I’ll find a way to wipe that smirk off your face. Trust me.” The man in the suit looked offended.


“I would never imply that a lady was being untrustworthy,” he replied haughtily.


~o~O~o~


Thanks for reading. While I know this update focussed more on the villains, I felt that since they are OCs I needed to take time to establish their characterisations. Please review and I’ll see you next time with a more good guy focused chapter.


Passing the Point of No Return
So sorry about the eternity between updates. My computer broke and I had to wait for it to be fixed. Updates will now be much quicker. Sorry again.


Chapter Four: Passing the Point of No Return


"You're staring again," GoGo said in a reprimanding tone of voice as she confidently strode towards the building.


"Sorry," said Hiro quickly, walking faster to try to keep pace with her, "It's just different seeing you… well, like that."


"Like what?" she asked, her right eyebrow moving north as she looked at him.


"All… formal," he said lamely. GoGo was dressed in charcoal grey business suit that was extremely figure hugging, something that Hiro certainly noticed… repeatedly.


She tried to scowl at him but had to turn away when a smirk threatened to break out over her face.


The idiot was cute when he was nervous. Especially considering that he too was wearing a suit.


"Relax," she said, "Take a deep breath and try to make it look like you belong here."


Earlier that morning, GoGo had phoned Alistair Krei and asked him to book a meeting at the police station where the train hijacker Katherine Skylark was being held until she could be transferred to a more secure detention facility. They were acting as representatives for Krei's R&D department making sure that no Krei technology had been used in the attempted heist.


As they climbed the stairs to the entrance, they could hear sounds of commotion from within. As soon as they opened the doors they were greeted by a swarm of police officers going over every inch of the reception. There were what appeared to be bullet holes sporadically dotting the walls and police tape blocking the hallway past the reception.


"Hey! What are they doing here?" demanded the lead detective, stalking toward the pair with a furious expression covering her face. "You need to leave right now," she ordered sternly, "This is an active crime scene."


"We're from Krei Corp," said GoGo quickly, "And we had a meeting with one of the prisoners being held here. A Katherine Skylark." The detective laughed harshly.


"Skylark?" she asked acidly, "She's the one who did all of this." She gestured around the war torn reception.


"She escaped?" Hiro blurted out, "How on Earth could she do that?" The detective scowled at her.


"Get out of here, kid," she snarled, "And let me do my job." And with that they were both marched out of the station, the doors slamming shut behind them.


"Well that was certainly productive," GoGo said, leaning against a bike rack.


"How the hell could they let her get away?" Hiro exploded, waving his arms theatrically. Despite the seriousness of the situation, GoGo had to smother a chuckle at his overreaction.


"I doubt they unlocked the door for her and said "see ya later"," she said sardonically.


"You know what I mean," he replied, "You're taking this awfully well."


"I'm not a cop," she said simply, "And neither are you. People were in danger and we stopped it but a manhunt is for people trained to do that. If she shows her face again, we'll take her down but until then we should leave it to the cops."


"You really think so?" Hiro asked.


"Yeah I really do," she responded, "We don't know the first thing about hunting someone down. We can get Baymax to scan around but aside from that it's just not our area of expertise."


"Yeah, I guess you're right," he grumbled, "Still annoyed though. She shot at me with a lightning gun!"


"Dude are you really still whinging about that?" she snarked, "Let it go. You were barely grazed."


"I have a burn mark," he protested defensively.


"Walk it off," she replied, "Now come on."


"What for?" he asked, thoroughly confused, "Didn't our entire day's schedule just clear?"


"Exactly," she said, grabbing his tie and walking off , forcing him to follow, "And there's no way on Earth that I'm wasting having to put on this ridiculous outfit. You're taking me to breakfast."


~o~O~o~


"Aunt Cass is going to murder us in our sleep if she finds out that we went to another café," Hiro said, smirking briefly at the thought of his aunt's reaction.


"Then I guess we just won't tell her," GoGo replied, raising her eyebrows almost playfully at him. He swallowed nervously. After all, she was very pretty when she did that. He took a sip of the complimentary water left on the table for them as a casual way of breaking eye contact with her. "So," she began, "I was thinking that maybe we should talk." He choked briefly on the water which was unsurprising. After all 'we should talk' and all other variations of that phrase were rarely the precursor to good news. "About…" Suddenly GoGo found herself struggling with her words. This was weird, not knowing the right thing to say, especially for a girl who prized having just that at all times. She knew that she should have talked to Honey-Lemon about this first to get some feedback. "About some modifications I was thinking about making to my suit," she said finally, somewhat lamely.


"Oh," he said in response, releasing the breath that he didn't know he had been holding. "It's funny you mention that actually, Wasabi, Fred and I were working on modifications on our stuff all last night." The tension disappeared as they moved onto the harmless subject of suit modifications.


"Good morning," said the waitress as she reached their table, "What can I get for you today?"


"I'll take a low fat strawberry parfait," GoGo said, handing the waitress her menu, "and a skinny latté."


"And what about you?" the waitress asked, turning to Hiro.


"The largest stack of pancakes that you can legally sell to me, heavy with whipped cream, ice cream and maple syrup with a large chocolate milkshake," Hiro replied, enjoying GoGo's reaction to his order. "What?" he asked as soon as the waitress left.


"Oh nothing, nothing," she replied insincerely, "I'm just impressed at such a healthy meal you chose to start the day with."


"Oh like you're not gonna steal half of my food," he said, grinning, "Why do you think I ordered so much? You always order some boring, healthy option that you can justify to yourself and then you steal all of my food. I remember Wasabi's last birthday, you ordered the salad, I got a large pizza covered with every meat known to man and some only known to aliens but somehow I ended up only having half a slice of the entire thing."


"Oh," she scoffed, "So you know me so well now, do you?"


"Well… yeah," he replied, shrugging, "I know you very well."


"Like what?" she asked challengingly, spinning her straw in her water, "What do you know about me?"


"Well, for starters I know that you like gum," he said, his smile hiding the whirlwind of activity going on inside his head. He realised that if he followed through with what he was thinking, he would be passing the point of no return.


"No way," she deadpanned in response to his statement, "How did you deduce that, Sherlock? Do you have any other amazing observations to dazzle me with?"


"You don't suffer fools lightly," he continued, "But that doesn't mean that you don't have empathy for people who feel lost or are just going through a rough patch in their life, you're usually the smartest person in the room but you're never arrogant about it." As he spoke his voice started to change, it was less mocking and more… something else. GoGo didn't know the word she should use to describe it but it was certainly having some sort of an effect on her. "You like pop songs from the early noughties but you can't stand rap or boy bands of any kind, you're kind to people that need help and when you stand outside at night time I think that you look like an angel." GoGo was speechless. She certainly hadn't expected the conversation to go in this direction especially after she herself had chickened out at the last second. Her mouth hung open almost comically while she processed what he had just said. "And," Hiro added, thinking in for a penny, in for a pound, "if it ever seems like that I have a massive crush on you… well, those are just some of the very many reasons why."


Yep, he thought to himself, I guess that was the point of no return.


After spending several seconds feeling like she had been hit in the face by one of Baymax's rocket fists, GoGo managed to close her mouth. Hiro laughed nervously.


"Wow," he said, partially to himself and partially to her, "I honestly didn't see the conversation going that way."


"Yeah," GoGo replied distantly, "Same." This is weird, she thought. She was supposed to be the more sane, more level headed member of the group and now she was only speaking in single syllable words.


She needed to snap out of it.


"Are you asking me out on a date?" she asked bluntly, hurling the ball back into his side of the court.


Now it was his turn to impersonate a guppy at feeding time.


"Uh, um, uh… kinda… yeah, actually yes I am," he managed to stammer. Despite his initial stammering, the last three words of his response came out remarkably strong considering his nervousness.


"Okay then," GoGo replied, "I thought that's what you were saying. So…"


"Yeah," Hiro added aimlessly.


As he struggled to decide what to say next, GoGo came to a decision.


"Alright," she said, "I want to try something. Try not to freak out too much." Before he could ask her what she was talking about, GoGo had grabbed his tie, pulled him towards her so he was leaning across the table and pressed her lips against his.


Oh, he thought distantly, all other mental processing retreating from his mind.


The kiss was entirely exploratory, if somewhat clinical, at least at first. After all, GoGo was not entirely sure how she felt about Hiro in a romantic sense and she wanted to make sure that they were at least physically compatible before things got too out of hand.


At first Hiro was unsure on whether he should kiss her back but he quickly reasoned that GoGo kissing him was her giving him implicit permission to do so.


As the kiss deepened, he reached up his one hand to cup the side of her face. He was feeling close to being overwhelmed by every sensation that he was experiencing, the soft feel of her lips, the taste of strawberry bubblegum and the fact that it was freaking GoGo that he was kissing.


However, like all good things, the kiss eventually had to come to an end. As their lips parted, they gently touched their foreheads to the other's. A small chuckle escaped GoGo and Hiro was fairly certain that he was grinning like an idiot.


"Wow," was all he managed to get out, his grin threatening to cause his face to split.


"Yeah," she said in a similarly stunned voice, "That happened." Hiro giggled.


"GoGo, you kissed me," he said, still feeling slightly dazed.


"Yeah," she replied, playfully her eyebrow at him, "You kissed me back."


"No I kissed your mouth," he countered before wincing slightly. "That was terrible," he said apologetically before laughing again.


"Yeah," she agreed, "But I've known you were a moron for years now. I knew what I was getting into."


~o~O~o~


Sorry again about the gap between updates, things should be back to normal now. Please review and let me know what you think.


Something Normal
It was still strange to actually feel GoGo’s lips against his. Hiro had been head over heels for this girl for years and now she was actually kissing him back outside his front door.


“I really want to invite you inside,” he whispered, their mouths not even a centimetre apart.


“And I really want you to,” she replied, her breath hot against his face.


“But…?” he asked, knowing that word was coming.


“But we really shouldn’t,” she said, somewhat regretfully.


“I know,” he said, grinning sardonically.


“I’m not saying never,” she quickly added, “I’m just saying… not… tonight. I really want this to work and I don’t moving too fast would… I just don’t think it would be a good idea.”


“You’re right,” he replied, “There’s just one problem.”


“What’s that?” she asked playfully, her lips brushing against the side of his neck.


“That for me to go inside, we have to stop.”


“That is a problem,” she agreed before pushing him hard against the wall and kissing him again.


~o~O~o~


“Hey.”


Hiro quickly spun around in the direction of the voice. Honey-Lemon was lying down on the sofa, idly channel surfing when he entered.


“Ah, ah nothing,” he quickly stammered. Nothing? He thought to himself. Why did I say that? That’s not how you respond to “hey.”


“Ok-ay then,” she replied, obviously confused by his reaction. “How was GoGo?” she asked.


“What do you – What do you mean?” he replied, “How would I know anything about GoGo?”


“How is she? You both went to the police station, right?”


“Ah, yeah… Yeah we did,” he said quickly, “The detective there wouldn’t let us in. The… um… Skylark, she escaped.” Honey-Lemon frowned at the news.


“That’s not good,” she said unnecessarily, “What are we going to do?” Hiro shrugged, a little calmer now that she was asking about something other than GoGo.


“I don’t know,” he said honestly, “I was thinking of taking Baymax to scan the city tomorrow but aside from that I think that this is a police matter. We deal with things as they come. Honey-Lemon sighed, obviously not thrilled with the idea but also understanding the need to be realistic. They simply lacked the ability to be more proactive in dealing with crime.


Hiro looked around the living room. “Where is Baymax anyway?” he asked.


“In his charging station,” she replied before looking at him critically. “Are you sure that you’re alright?” she asked, “You looked a little jumpy when you got in.”


“I’m fine,” he insisted, a little too quickly.


“So what did you do then?” she asked.


“Just went for a walk,” he answered, shrugging again.


“For twelve hours?” she asked, obviously unconvinced.


“Um, yeah,” he offered weakly. Her eyes narrowed and she grinned sardonically.


“Alrighty, Mister,” she said firmly, “What are you hiding?”


“Nothing,” he said immediately. “Nothing,” he repeated. She continued to look at him, her glasses magnifying her eyes to giant orbs of doubt. He grinned awkwardly at her. “You know what?” he said, “I’m not feeling hungry so I think that I’m just gonna head to my room.” Her eyes followed him until he had retreated to the safety of his bedroom.


Finally free from his roommates all too perceptive gaze, Hiro allowed himself to collapse onto his bed. Just less than five minutes ago, he had been kissing GoGo.


He could still feel how soft her lip were when they were pressed against his.


~o~O~o~


GoGo flopped onto her bed. She could honestly say that she had not seen the day turning out the way it had. After leaving the police station she had suggested going to breakfast so as to see how she and Hiro would interact in a date like setting. She hadn’t expected him to actually come out and say that he liked her.


And then she had kissed him.


The rest of the day had kind gone in a blur as they adjust to the transition from good friends to something more intimate. They hadn’t done anything major, they had just walked around the city holding hands. It was so… normal. No explosions, no bad guys, no runaway trains, just the two of them. After the rough and tumble of her day to day life, something normal had the potential to be extraordinary, to be something precious.


And then they ended up outside his door. She had wanted to go in but had also meant what she said. She wanted to get this right.


It still didn’t help with the feeling of frustration that she was currently experiencing. A feeling that she desperately wished to dispel.


“Stupid hormones,” she muttered as she felt her hand creep under her waistband.


~o~O~o~


Knock! Knock! Knock!


Honey-Lemon glanced at her bedside clock.


1:02 am.


It could only be Hiro knocking on her door but what could he possibly want at this ungodly hour? She reluctantly climbed out of bed, ambled over to the door and opened it to reveal an extremely agitated looking Hiro.


“Uh… hi,” he said quickly, “I’m sorry for… I’m… I’m sorry for waking you but I’m kind of freaking out right now. Can I… Can I talk – I mean, can we talk?” Honey-Lemon quickly opened the door all the way and ushered the younger man into her room.


“Yes of course,” she replied. She made him sit on her bed, their many years of friendship and six months of cohabitation removing any awkward feelings that could have otherwise arisen from the situation. “So,” she began, “What’s wrong?” He didn’t say anything in response, simply continuing to stare at his knees. “Hiro,” she said gently, putting a sisterly arm around his shoulder, “I can’t help you if you don’t tell me what’s wrong.”


“I didn’t spend the day walking around the city,” he said quietly. She smiled kindly at him.


“I kind of figured that part out all on my own,” she said, “I have an IQ of 141, I can occasionally pick up on things.” Hiro chuckled, slightly more at ease. “So what did you do instead of walking around the city all day?”


“I told GoGo how I felt about her,” he admitted softly. She was momentarily taken aback. After all, she hadn’t actually expected him to take her advice and try talking to GoGo about his feelings.


“And…?” she asked.


“She kissed me,” he said simply. Honey-Lemon laughed and squeezed him tighter.


“That’s great news, Hiro,” she happily exclaimed, “So what’s going to happen now?”


“We’re going to try dating,” he said. For some reason, he didn’t sound quite as enthusiastic as he could have.


“Isn’t that a good thing?” she asked him. He nodded. “But what’s wrong?”


“I’ve never done this before,” he said, “You know, I went to college, became a superhero, did a lot of weird out of the ordinary things before I even turned eighteen. I guess that I never really got around to doing the… ordinary things. I’ve never really had a girlfriend before. Okay, I’m scared, I’ve never done this before. I don’t really know what to do. What if I screw it up?”


“Oh sweetie,” she said, her arm still wrapped around him, “You’re going to do just fine. Bit of advice though, GoGo, as I’m sure you know, can be used to… uh, getting her own way. Just don’t let her walk over you, it’s alright to give a little push back occasionally.”


“I’ll keep that in mind,” he replied.


“So are you feeling a bit better?” she asked. He grinned ruefully, now feeling a little embarrassed over being in such a vulnerable state.


“Yeah, I’m alright,” he said, “Thanks, you know, for, for listening.”


“Anytime,” she replied. “Now,” she added, “If you’re feeling better am I allowed to squee because I’ve been one in for the majority of this conversation and I should warn you that it’s going to be a big one.”


“Go to town,” he laughed and she let out a high pitched squee of truly epic proportions.


SQUEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE!!!!!!!!!!


“Oh I’m so happy for you,” she said when she was done.


“I’m touched, truly,” he said dryly as he tried to dispel the ringing in his ears. “Hey, can you do me a favour?”


“Sure,” she replied, “What do you need?”


“Can this just be between us for now?” he asked, “I don’t want the other guys to know until we’ve… you know, gone on a few dates and established everything.”


“Yeah, I can do that.”


~o~O~o~


Two weeks later


Katherine Skylark pursed her lips together as she examined the blueprints that she had spent the better part of the week working on. While it was only early days and could not possibly be ready in such a short amount of time, she still could not help but feel angry at what she perceived to be a serious lack of progress.


“I trust that everything is going well, ma’am,” said Howard as he entered the lab, carrying a tray with a fresh pot of coffee.


“I’m fine, Howard,” she said, “And please stop calling me that.”


“Yes, ma’am,” he immediately replied. She sighed audibly. “What seems to be the problem?” he asked, glancing at the blueprint.


“I just can’t generate the required energy for a device of this size to work,” she said irritably. “If it was allowed to be bigger? Sure, no problem, that would be easy but this?”


“I have every confidence that you will come to the correct solution,” he said optimistically, “However, if it would not be too bold of me, might I suggest…” He picked up a pencil and scribbled in a quick addition to the blueprint. “Now this doesn’t fix your energy problem entirely but I strongly think that this is a step in the right direction.”


“Hmm,” she hummed thoughtfully, “You know that’s not a half bad idea. Thanks. Hey, Howard?”


“Yes ma’am,” he said.


“What’s a guy like you doing with… Seriously, what is your boss’ name?” she asked, “Why are you with a slimy suit like him?”


“My employer values his privacy,” Howard replied (pronouncing the word “PRIV-I-SEE” with the merest hint of an English accent poking its head out), “And I respect that. As for why I am in his service, well, he has done a lot for over the years. He is my friend. Now, is there anything more that you require from me tonight?”


“Nah, I’m pretty good,” she said, “I should probably take another swing at this. Oh, and Howard. Thanks again for the help.”


“My pleasure, ma’am,” he said, bowing slightly, “Let me know if you require more coffee or anything else for that matter.”


~o~O~o~


They were sitting cradled in opposite ends of her couch, each holding steaming cups of coffee and trying to pretend there wasn't hail and freezing rain pounding against the windows. Something - the lateness, the quiet, the storm or maybe just the intimacy of having her feet brushing his under the blanket gave him the courage to ask what had been on his mind for some time. “GoGo,” Hiro began nervously, “Have you…? I mean, of course you… Have there been a lot of…? Have you…?” She scoffed slightly before deciding to take pity on him.


“Three,” she replied, wagging that many fingers at him as if he needed clarification.


“Three?” he repeated.


“Uh-huh,” she said before calmly taking a sip of coffee.


“Only three?” She choked slightly as her coffee went down the wrong way.


“Hiro Hamada!” she said in a faux-scandalised tone, her grin killing most of the scorn, “Just what are you trying to imply?” He blushed a deep shade of red before answering.


“I just thought it would have been more,” he mumbled.


“And why is that?” she asked, raising a single eyebrow playfully.


“Well…” he shrugged. “I think that you’re pretty awesome so it stands to reason that other guys might share that thought.” She moved over to his side of the couch, grabbed his arms and wrapped them around her, snuggling against him.


“Thanks,” she said, turning around slightly so she could kiss him.


“I’m just saying what’s true,” he replied. She smiled at his words and closed her eyes in contentment.


She felt very warm.


And very happy.


“Why do you ask?” she asked, “And what about you?”


“What about me?”


“How many have you…? You know?” He was quiet for a few seconds before finally answering.


“None,” he said simply.


“Wow,” was her response, “I honestly didn’t expect that. Cute, nerdy guy like you, I figured the girls would be throwing themselves at you.”


“I’ve been on a few dates,” he said, “You know that, Hell, you criticised everyone at some point. But… well, I’ve never had a girlfriend before, just you and any of the girls I was with… well, we just never went that far. Don’t laugh but I wanted to be with someone special.” He couldn’t see her face but she smiled gently at his statement. While still making sure that his arms were wrapped around her, so shifted around so that their faces were just centimetres apart.


“I really like you, Hiro,” she said, caressing his face, “That being said, you’re not going to get lucky tonight.” He laughed.


“I feel pretty lucky right now,” he said, looking her right in the eye, stroking her hair with the hand not wrapped around her. “Right here, right now, with you. Anything more would just be a bonus.” He then leant forward to kiss her.


“You could get luckier soon though,” she added alluringly before kissing him again.


“Ew,” said a voice. They broke the kiss and looked up to see Honey-Lemon carrying two pizza boxes, the delicious smell radiating off them. Her expression was the unholy lovechild of scorn and amusement. “I leave for twenty minutes to get dinner for us and come home to this.” She grinned and giggled. “I think that I officially no longer find this to be cute. Now scoot over,” she said, shoving Hiro to the centre of the couch so that he was pressed against GoGo and that there was now room for a third person, “I got us a trashy rom-com to watch because they’re always fun when GoGo’s around.”


“I hate rom-coms,” GoGo stated flatly.


“I know,” said Honey-Lemon, nodding enthusiastically, “That’s what makes them fun.”


The perky blonde immediately received a cushion to the face.


~o~O~o~


I hope that you enjoyed this and continue to read as I update.


Please review and I’ll see you next time.


So He Changed It
Author’s note: Alistair Krei’s assistant with short hair and glasses appears in this chapter. As she hasn’t been given a name as of yet I have decided to name her Denise. However, if she is ever given a name from an official source, I will immediately change it to whatever Disney picked.


Chapter Six: So He Changed It


“So this is how I think Fred and Wasabi should find out about us,” GoGo whispered as Fred, Wasabi and Honey-Lemon watched TV in Fred’s massive living room with Baymax sitting in the corner, attempting to figure out the purpose of a Chinese finger trap. Alistair Krei had said that he wanted to talk to the group and they agreed to meet at Fred’s mansion rather than Krei Tech. She discreetly took Hiro’s hand. “I want them to discover us in the perfect couple moment. They catch us in the middle of a nice, normal kiss.


“Because just telling them would be silly,” he said drily.


“Are you saying that you don’t want to kiss me?” she asked, fluttering her eyelashes seductively at him. He audibly gulped. Those eyelashes of her were deadly, deadly weapons when directed at him.


“Alright, alright,” he said, reaching for the back of her head and leaning his face towards hers with his lips slightly parted.


“Hey, come on,” she said reprovingly, “You’re not going off to war, just give me a nice, gentle peck on the lips.” And with that, she stood on her toes and lightly kissed him on the lips. Apparently, whatever was on the television made for some truly riveting viewing as no-one looked over at them. Also, as the kiss was supposed to be “a nice, gentle peck on the lips” there was no passion allowed in the action and Hiro and GoGo basically just stood there with their lips pressed against each other’s with no movement.


“You should know that I have never hated anything this much,” Hiro mumbled against GoGo’s lips after thirty seconds had passed. She rolled her eyes but continued. “I don’t think they saw us,” Hiro said, his his lips still brushing against hers, “What now?”


“I don’t know,” she said, “Maybe you should cough to get their attention.” He did as she instructed. “Not in my face, dude,” she said sharply, “Turn your head and then cough.”


However, it turned out that all of their effort was in vain as Honey-Lemon looked up at them, ginned mischievously and asked, “Have you two told these knuckle-heads that you’re hooking up yet?”


“Now they look,” GoGo said irritably as Wasabi and Fred’s heads swivelled in their direction.


“Alright,” said Hiro, “Obviously this is huge news so do you have any questions?”


“I actually thought that you two were already dating,” Krei said as Fred’s butler, Heathcliff, led the billionaire and his short haired personal assistant into the living room.


“Wow, Krei,” GoGo began, “In a few minutes, I’ll be giving out the “Who Invited You?” award and you’re going to want to get your speech ready.” The CEO cracked a grin.


“You know, I really look forward to our talks,” he said with a swagger. His assistant, Denise, rolled her eyes, long used to her employer’s cockiness.


~o~O~o~


Hiro and the others had had a very rocky beginning with Alistair Krei, the multibillion dollar CEO of Krei Tech. When Hiro had first met him, he was not impressed with what he saw to be an arrogant one percenter who would step on anything or anyone if it meant making a profit. Sure, he must have been in possession of some techno know-how because he was the owner of the biggest tech conglomerate in the world but he had cut corners and crossed lines to get where he was.


At least according to Professor Robert Callaghan.


Even after five years, Hiro could not look back on that without his hands shaking with rage.


He had trusted that man, idolised him, and in return, Callaghan stole his invention and murdered his brother for what was ultimately a needless revenge scheme.


That what was what angered him the most. The fact that, in the end, Callaghan had no need to do anything in the name of revenge as his daughter was alive all along.


This wasn’t to say that Krei had been a saint all along. He had done things of a morally ambiguous nature to get where he was. Nothing illegal, or even evil but just little things that added up and after Big Hero 6 had saved him from Callaghan’s wrath he was filled with disgust at himself for his actions over the many years. For the first time in a long time he was filled with perfect clarity about his future. His small misdeeds would snowball into larger acts of immoral nature and one day he would wake up, cold, withered and alone, having driven away everyone in his life that mattered. He saw the future that was ahead of him and realised that he wanted no part of it.


So he changed it.


He started by paying for the construction of the Tadashi Hamada Convention Hall at San Fransokyo Tech to replace the building that had been destroyed in the fire that started the chain of events that led to his soul searching but he didn’t stop there. After Callaghan’s attack, he paid a visit to a small café run by a woman that he could only describe as “bubbly” and said that he wanted to talk to her nephew.


Hiro didn’t say anything at first, just silently watched Krei as he tried to explain what he wanted to do. “You want to sponsor us?” he said finally, the word sponsor laced with derision.


“Not exactly,” Krei said quickly, “This isn’t about me or my company. I just want to help you and your friends.”


“And I’m sure backing a team of superheroes makes for great PR,” Hiro said sarcastically.


“I just said that this isn’t about me or the company,” he replied, “You helped me, you saved my life and I just want to return the favour. As you probably know, I’ve been involved in a lot of shady deals in my life and… At the end I just want to be able to say that “At least I did that.” One good thing simply for its own sake. Please let me help you,” he pleaded, “With the resources at my disposal you could help so many people.”


“I’ll run it by the others,” Hiro said noncommittedly, “But no promises.”


Strangely enough, it was Honey-Lemon and Fred who were the most supportive of the idea. Honey-Lemon was adamant that people could change and wish to better themselves while Fred insisted that, if Krei was not a supervillain, he could be a little bit like Batman. “By day, multibillionaire, by night, multibillionaire that fight’s crime,” was how he put it.


It took a whole night of discussion but, in the end, the pair had, for the most, won over their more cynical teammates.


“Alright, alright,” GoGo had said, “We’ll give a trial and see how it pans out.”


~o~O~o~


“Alright, Alistair,” Honey-Lemon said politely, “What did you want to talk to us about?”


“Oh not yet,” he said, turning back to GoGo and Hiro and grinning, “I want to hear more about the happy couple. How long has it been? Is she a good kisser? I always thought that she was a biter? What about him? I imagine that he is a big cuddler. Is it serious? Come on, details, details.”


Fred laughed.


“You guys just totally blew my mind with the big reveal,” he said. Baymax, his pudgy fingers still trapped finally took interest in the discussion.


“If you are interested,” said the robot, “I will download some pamphlets regarding safe sex and the prevention of transmitted–”


“That won’t be necessary,” Hiro cut in, preventing the conversation from going someplace scary, “That really won’t be necessary. Anyway,” he said, turning back to Krei, “What’s the situation?” The grin slipped off the CEO’s face.


“I did some digging on that Skylark woman,” he said.


“I did some digging on that Skylark woman,” Denise corrected him.


“Semantics,” he replied before returning to the matter at hand, “Anyway, I was sure that I’d heard the name Katherine Skylark before and it turned out that I was right.”


“So what did you, or rather, Denise, find?” Wasabi asked.


“She used to work for us,” Denise answered, “She had a job at Krei Tech.”


“WHAT?!” GoGo exploded, “She was working for you and you didn’t tell us?”


“Was working for us,” Krei replied, “Emphasis on the word, was. She was fired six years ago, among other things. Anyway, my company has hired tens of thousands of people around the planet, you can’t expect me to know them all by name.”


“So what can you tell us about her?” Wasabi asked, desperately attempting to get the conversation back on track.


“In scientific terms,” said Krei, “She’s nuts.” The others looked to Denise, hoping for a more… technical description but, to their surprise, she shrugged and then nodded at them. “She was with us for four years as a designer at our Sydney headquarters in Australia,” Krei continued.


“She worked with kangaroos?” Fred asked eagerly. Krei and Denise looked at him, their expressions clearly saying that they had no idea on whether he was joking or not.


“Sure,” Denise said finally, “Why not? She worked with kangaroos.”


“Wicked,” Fred said happily before motioning for them to continue.


“Anyway,” said Krei, “From what I’ve read, she was brilliant. She actually helped design some of the tech that we still use today in most of our factory generators.”


“So why did you let her go?” Honey-Lemon asked.


“Like I said, she was nuts,” he explained, “She became fixated with – no, obsessed with one of the technicians working under her. She would send him inappropriate messages at all hours of the night, show up to his home unannounced and then finally she attempted to shoot his wife and child at a family celebration. She thought that if she killed them, he would then be free to be with her.”


“She is nuts,” Hiro agreed.


“Where on Earth did she get a gun in Australia?” Wasabi mused thoughtfully.


“She built it,” Denise instantly answered, “It was an earlier version of the weapon she used on the train.”


“So I get why you fired her but why is she not stuck in some Australian prison right now?” GoGo asked.


“She was confined to a psychiatric facility but it turns out that she and fifty others were released prematurely due to extensive budget cuts from the new government, just two years into her treatment.”


“I’m suddenly feeling a lot better about our country’s mental health treatment,” GoGo muttered darkly.


“And now she’s on the loose somewhere in California,” said Hiro.


“You remember what I said about catching her not being our problem?” GoGo said.


“Yeah,” Hiro replied.


“I take that back. I really don’t want her on the loose.”


“There’s more,” Krei cut in. He turned to Denise and motioned for her to fill in the rest.


“She didn’t get out of lockup on her own,” said Denise, “Yesterday I was finally able to get one of the officers present on the night to talk to me. According to her, two men broke in and shot up the place before getting away with her in Skylark in tow. They later found the getaway vehicle used in the escape abandoned outside the Black Sapphire nightclub.”


“So she has a backer or followers or something like that,” said Honey-Lemon sourly, “That’s just great, I wasn’t worried enough already.” The normally stoic Denise cracked a smile.


“So, anyway, I was thinking that we, or rather you, could try to amplify Baymax’s scanner even more than you’ve already done so,” said Krei.


“I’m going to have to stop you right there,” said Hiro, “We don’t have any of Skylark’s DNA.”


“Doesn’t Baymax just scan everybody automatically?” Denise asked in confusion.


“Not anymore,” said Wasabi, “Automatically recording the data of everybody we come across isn’t ethical so we reprogramed the scanner to only record when someone is in distress and in need of medical assistance. All of us are exceptions though so he can watch our vitals during missions.”


“Damn,” Krei muttered, “Okay, well, we’ll need some other way to find her.”


“I’ve got an idea,” offered Wasabi, “I’ve been working on a “Detective Mode” for my suit’s visor. Sort of a pet project but I could actually put some work into it and see if it could help.”


“That’s good,” said Krei, “Anyone else have anything?” Honey-Lemon shrugged.


“We could see if there’s any DNA belonging to Skylark at the station,” she suggested, “I know it’s unlikely after two weeks but I still think that we should at least look and make sure.”


“I can help with that,” said Denise, “I’m pretty sure that they’ll let me back in.”


“Go team,” said Fred enthusiastically.


As he watched these young minds brainstorm about how to solve the present problem, Krei could not help but smile.


He saw the future that was ahead of him and realised that he really loved being a part of it.


~o~O~o~


About the ethics of scanning people – I only made that an issue so that it wouldn’t be an instant win deux ex machina. I’m not trying to push an agenda one way or the other so don’t worry about that.


Also, while I haven’t decided whether or not Hiro and GoGo will have sex or not in this story, if they did, how much detail would you want. I’m not turning it into a lemon or anything like that, I just have a massive hatred of the fade to black trope as I think it is really lazy writing.


Thirdly, I’ve been tossing up the idea of changing the fic’s title as I am not 100% sure that it fits with where the story is going. Any thoughts or suggestions would be welcome unless you think that the title is fine, in which case, let me know in your reviews.


Finally, I’m thinking of possibly setting up Denise with one of the remaining three heroes. Any thoughts on that.


Thank you for reading. Please review and I’ll see you next time.


The Calm Before the Storm
Chapter Seven: The Calm Before the Storm


“So is Hiro and GoGo really a new development?” Denise asked as she and Honey-Lemon sat in the backseat of one of Krei Tech’s luxury cars as the driver took them to the police station. “Krei wasn’t mucking about… entirely. I actually thought that they already were dating for the past few months.”


“Aw,” Honey-Lemon crooned before ruining the effect by giggling like a schoolgirl, “Does someone spend a lot of time thinking about us?”


“It’s purely business,” Denise said dispassionately, “My job is to make sure that you’re all in optimal condition to fight and save lives. Monitoring your relationships is simply part of that job.”


“Your devotion to our emotional wellbeing is touching,” Honey-Lemon deadpanned.


“It’s my job,” Denise insisted.


“Denise, I’m just teasing,” Honey-Lemon said good naturedly, “You’re always so serious that it’s pretty much the only way to get any kind of emotional reaction out of you.” Denise rolled her eyes.


“I just don’t think that work is a time for acting childish,” she said coolly.


“Oh, boy,” said Honey-Lemon, “I wouldn’t say that around Fred or Hiro… Or me for that matter.” She then deliberately smiled as childishly as possible at Denise. Her eyes suddenly widened as she noticed something. “Was that a smile?” she asked.


“What?”


“I think that I just saw a smile on your face,” Honey-Lemon said triumphantly.


“There was no smile,” Denise insisted.


“There was a smile, I know what I saw.”


“It was a smirk,” Denise said firmly, “Not a smile, a smirk.”


~o~O~o~


“This is… wow. Why didn’t you tell us that you were working on something like this?” Hiro asked in amazement as he admired Wasabi’s work. It resembled a pair of silver rimmed sunglasses with a single green lens. The monitor was displaying the view that the cameras in the lens picked up with a heads up display that was currently monitoring the vitals of everybody present.


“I told you guys that this was just something I worked on when I was bored,” Wasabi said, still smiling at the praise.


“I know but still, there has to be some serious code built into this,” Hiro said, silently noting that he had once said almost the exact same thing when Tadashi had introduced him to Baymax.


“I’ve uploaded data on crimes committed all over the world from the past eighty years,” Wasabi explained, “I’ve also had a couple of private investigators play around with the AI to give it some deductive reasoning.”


“So this sucker’s like Baymax?” Fred asked, “A full AI?”


“Not yet,” Wasabi answered, “It’s getting there though and soon if I actually put in some work. Although, speaking of Baymax, I did poke around with some of Tadashi’s old notes about the big guy to get some pointers on starting up an AI.”


“So what’s are you calling this thing?” Hiro asked, “Because these things always need a name and since you’re using some of Tadashi’s notes it could be argued that this is Baymax’s little brother or sister so I’m thinking that the name thing is kind of important.”


“Fred, GoGo, Hiro,” Wasabi proudly declared, “I’d like for you to meet Project Sentinel.”


“Good name,” GoGo observed, “So what do you need from us?”


“GoGo,” he said, “I want you working on this thing’s pool of knowledge. Get different occurrences of the same type of crime and upload the data on how they were solved. Try to walk it through the thought process of the officers in charge. Hiro, you’ve had more experience with AI than any of us so I want you to play around with its deductive reasoning and imagination. It can’t just replicate previous cases as that will limit it, it needs that spark of human creativity that can think outside the box. As for me, I’ll be finishing its safety protocols, that shouldn’t take me too long but it still needs to be done. I’ve seen The Terminator enough times to know that unshackled AIs never end well for humans. Seek. Kill. Destroy and all of those wonderful things.”


“What about me?” Fred asked.


“Ah…” Wasabi’s voice trailed off for a moment as his mind whirled until he found an appropriate response. “Fred,” he said finally, “You stand out in the hallway and act as a lookout.”


“Right-o,” the surfer dude said with a salute, “I am all over that.”


With Fred safely out of the way, the others were now free to focus on their work without any distractions.


“Wait a minute,” called Fred from the hallway, “What am I supposed to be looking out for?”


~o~O~o~


“Why on Earth would Krei Tech give a damn about apprehending a fugitive?” asked the desk sergeant at the police precinct. She was a tall, muscular woman that towered over even Honey-Lemon and was looking at her visitors with an expression of suspicion. Denise rubbed her forehead in irritation.


“Because,” she said in a measured, deliberate voice, “If you had been paying any attention you would understand that Krei Tech has a vested interest in bringing this woman to justice.”


“As we’ve explained,” said Honey-Lemon, “We’re working on a device that we hope will be able to track Skylark down but to do so we will require some of DNA and even then it will be a long shot unless it’s a decent sample but it’s still better than any other idea that’s been suggested.” The sergeant suddenly glared at her.


“And when did you become an expert in law enforcement, Missy?” she hissed, poking Honey-Lemon roughly in the chest, forcing the blonde back a step, “You have no idea what it’s like dealing with this kind of scum every day. It’s a war!”


“Step away from her right this instant!” Denise said sharply, her voice cracking like a whip.


“I want you both out of this building immediately,” the sergeant barked, “And I don’t want you sending down anymore representatives here either.”


Honey-Lemon couldn’t stop her hands from shaking.


“What was that?” she demanded as soon as they had retreated to the safety of the car, “It was like she thought that we were the enemy. They’re supposed to be… Police officers are supposed to be… not that!”


“She’s embarrassed over Skylark escaping,” Denise said calmly, “Odds are that her superiors have been raking her over the coals in response to this. As for the attitude… Well, what do you think happens when you start trying to turn the police into the military? Small minded people that couldn’t get into the army thinking that they’re at war. She shouldn’t have touched you. Are you alright?”


“Oh I’m fine,” Honey-Lemon replied, “Just angry. I’m sorry, I should have just let you do all of the talking. She exploded when I suggested that we had a better plan.”


“Nah,” Denise disagreed, “She was going to go ballistic any second no matter what. However, this trip wasn’t a total loss. My phone’s computer might have copied and downloaded some, well technically all, of their security video footage from the night that Skylark escaped. It might give us a nudge in the right direction.”


“Isn’t that illegal?” Honey-Lemon asked worriedly, “Like really, really properly illegal?”


“Says the vigilante who runs around the city in pink body armour, throwing ginormous balls of goop at evildoers,” Denise replied dryly.


At least Honey-Lemon had the decency to blush at her statement.


~o~O~o~


Two Hours Later


“Oh this guy is clever,” said Denise, scowling as she reviewed the security footage. She could see men in SWAT gear rush the police officers, shooting at them and clubbing them down with their assault rifles. And then the man that Denise assumed was their leader entered the scene. Unfortunately, she had no way of determining his identity.


“Is something wrong with the monitor?” Honey-Lemon asked, leaning down next to Denise to get a better look, “I can’t make out the guy’s face.” Denise sighed. Honey-Lemon was indeed correct, in the otherwise unblemished security footage, where the man’s face should have been was a ball of white light, completely obscuring his features.


“Unfortunately, the monitor is working perfectly,” Denise replied, scowling, “That man, whoever he is, is wearing some sort of transmitter near his head that obscures it from the camera. It’s invisible to the naked eye but to a camera it sends out a signal that prevents anything within the transmitters range from being seen. It’s actually a brilliant bit of technology in all honesty. If not for the fact that he was a murdering, criminal psychopath I’d actually offer him a job.”


“However, seeing as he is actually murdering, criminal psychopath I think that, instead of offering him a job, we should probably try to apprehend him,” said Honey-Lemon, grinning.


“Fair enough,” said Denise sheepishly.


“Can we try to clear up the footage at all?” Honey-Lemon asked, back to the business at hand.


“There’s nothing to clear up, unfortunately,” Denise replied, “As far as the camera was concerned, all that was there was a ball of white light. We can play around with the video all we want but, short of actually putting in our own footage which would defeat the purpose of security cameras, at the end of the day there will still be a big ball of white light there.”


“Bummer.”


“Yes,” Denise agreed, “Bummer.”


~o~O~o~


The Next Day


“Okay,” said Hiro as the circuitry that he had been working on burst into flames, “That one was my fault. My bad.”


Baymax helpfully put out the fire with his built in fire extinguisher that Honey-Lemon had thoughtfully installed in him earlier that year.


~o~O~o~


“Ah-ha!” said Denise triumphantly, “I knew that there was something that I didn’t like about this guy.”


“Aside from the fact that he’s a murderous psychopath?” Honey-Lemon asked dryly.


“Yes, aside from the fact that he’s a murderous psychopath,” said Denise, smiling, “Look at his left wrist.” Honey-Lemon did as instructed and shrugged.


“So he has wristwatch,” she said, “Big whoop.”


“Big whoop indeed,” said Denise, ignoring the sarcasm for the time being, “That particular wristwatch is the Königlich, an absurdly expensive watch that very few people on the planet can afford. It’s used more as a status symbol than as a time piece. If we reach out to Untersuchung, the company that makes them, and broach the subject in the right way, we might even be able to get a list of their buyers.”


“Even if it’s an expensive watch, there could still be many, many buyers,” said Honey-Lemon doubtfully.


“Unlikely,” said Denise, “The Königlich only came on the market six weeks ago. And you’re just a little impressed that I can correctly pronounce Königlich correctly with the right accent.” Honey-Lemon bushed.


“Just a little,” she admitted.


~o~O~o~


The Next Day


GoGo pressed her lips against Hiro’s with a fierce intensity. Her tongue was pressing for entry and he let it in as he cupped the back of her head.


“I thought that you didn’t like big, dramatic kisses,” he said, grinning. Still high on the fact that he was actually dating her.


“They’re starting to grow on me,” she replied before pecking him lightly on the cheek. She put on her helmet, turned around and hopped onto her hike before turning back to him and winking. “You have fun with Wasabi and Fred,” she said, “I’ll see you later tonight.”


~o~O~o~


An Hour Later


GoGo sauntered into the office that Denise and Honey-Lemon were currently occupying and asked, “Did Unter… er… Unter, however you pronounce the watch making company’s name, get back to you yet?”


“Untersuchung is how you pronounce it and we were able to speak to them earlier this morning, actually,” Denise replied, “And while at first they were not huge fans of giving out their customers’ names –”


“The lady we spoke to called us, and I’m directly quoting here, ‘arrogant Americans who think we own the world,’” Honey-Lemon helpfully added.


“I’m not sure that’s relevant,” said Denise, but she smiled faintly all the same.


“I agree since I was actually born in Seoul, which is about as un-American as you can get,” said GoGo.


“Anyway,” continued Denise, “They became more amenable to our requests once we broached the idea of a joint business venture, a luxurious, status enhancing watch with all of the comforts of cutting edge technology. Side not, I now have to spend the next week actually making up the plan that I told them that I already have but it’s beside the point. They’re willing to give us the names of everyone that has bought the watch.”


“Seeing as you haven’t actually got the names here I’m assuming that there is a “but” coming next,” GoGo stated.


“But,” Honey-Lemon said, “They absolutely refused to transmit the names, citing their customers’ confidentiality.”


“So how do we get the names?” GoGo asked.


“We have to physically go to their headquarters in Switzerland,” she said before grinning, “Sounds exciting if you ask me.” She suddenly frowned.


“What’s wrong?” GoGo asked.


“Nothing,” she replied, “It’s just… You look a little different. Have you…? Oh, that’s it! You’re not chewing gum.”


“Really?” GoGo asked, before searching around her mouth with her tongue. Honey-Lemon was right! “I don’t understand,” she said in confusion, “I distinctly remember putting it in my mouth earlier today.”


~o~O~o~


“Hey, Hiro, when did you start chewing gum?” Wasabi asked as worked on Project Sentinel’s emergency protocols.


“I didn’t,” Hiro replied before realising that he was indeed currently chewing gum. “Where did that come from?”


~o~O~o~


“Howard! Howard!” Skylark called out excitedly. He man who had essentially acted as her butler for almost three weeks came rushing into the lab.


“What seems to be the problem, ma’am?” he asked immediately.


“Nothing’s wrong,” she said happily, grabbing his hands and spinning around, “I’ve done it!” His eyes widened at her words.


“Are you sure?” he asked, “So soon?”


“Take a look,” she said, gesturing at her creation and its blueprints. He let his gaze wander over them for a minute before looking back at her and smiling.


“I do believe that our employer is going to be very happy with your work,” he said approvingly, “And then the real work begins.”


~o~O~o~


I hope that you enjoyed his chapter and please remember to review.


Also, would you prefer shorter chapters with less time between updates or longer chapters with more time between updates?


Possibilities
Chapter Summary


The team head out to Switzerland and GoGo makes an important decision about her relationship to Hiro.


Chapter Eight: Possibilities


Switzerland was always on the nicer lists. List of the top fifteen countries with the highest literacy scores, list of countries with the least gun violence, list of countries with the highest satisfaction of life among citizens. You know the kind of lists that I’m talking about, if Switzerland is on a list, you want your country to be on that list as well. Preferably somewhere near the top.


Basic point of the above paragraph, Switzerland is a pretty cool place and everyone was pretty excited to go.


Except for Fred. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to go, it was just that since he’s family already owned a private ski resort in the country it wasn’t as big a deal to him.


~o~O~o~


“Hmm,” said GoGo thoughtfully, “If we all get this done quickly we might be able to get in some snowboarding in afterwards.” As the Krei Tech private jet began its descent to the runway, she could see a thick layer of snow covering everything except for the tarmac (courtesy of the heaters installed underneath the runway reducing the snow to nothing but steam).


“I can get behind that idea but, personally, I think I’m more of a skier,” said Honey-Lemon, “What about you, Denise?” Krei’s short haired assistant rolled her eyes briefly.


“Please at least try to remember that we’re here on business,” she said primly, “And snowboarding is so much cooler.”


“Whoa, shots fired,” Wasabi said quietly to Fred and Hiro, causing the three to laugh.


“Looks like we have a welcoming party,” said Hiro, looking out the window. Sure enough, standing out in the snow were four figures, all warmly dressed to protect them against the weather.


“That will be the representatives from Untersuchung,” said Denise, “The woman that I spoke to over the phone said that they wanted to see us before we got settled in at the hotel. They probably want to establish some ground rules for the duration of our stay so everyone just keep quiet and follow my lead. It should be fine.”


“So how did Krei take the idea of Untersuchung and Krei Tech working together on that watch idea you had to come up with?” Fred asked, speaking for the first time in hours.


“He actually liked the idea on its own merits,” Denise replied wryly, “He’s actually spent the past three days tinkering on ideas for it. Honestly, he’s like a school kid with a papier-mâché volcano that erupts bi-carb soda and vinegar lava.”


“Sounds adorable,” GoGo deadpanned.


“It’s really not,” said Denise, “He gets really hyper-energetic when he’s in ideas mode and there is a very real danger of having something thrown at your head if you interrupt him when he thinks that he’s on the verge of a breakthrough.”


“Sounds like someone that we all know,” said Hiro, unsubtly nodding in Wasabi’s direction.


“ Hey! ” he said defensively as everybody else laughed at him, “I don’t do that.”


“Uh, yeah you do.”


“You definitely do.”


“ Kinda. ”


“Dude, you’ve totally been doing that kind of thing since grade school.”


“It sounds like something you’d do and it really disturbs me that Krei is not the only one who does that,” Denise finished. Hiro looked around at everyone.


“I think it’s nice that we all got to share that,” he said cheerfully.


~o~O~o~


“Wow, this is pretty swish,” said GoGo, as she dropped her bag and collapsed onto the luxuriously soft king sized bed. Honey-Lemon walked through the door that connected their two adjoining suites. “Krei is certainly trying to get on our good side.”


“You’re telling me,” she agreed, also flopping onto the bed.


“Buzz off, you’ve got your own bed in your room,” said GoGo, giving the blonde a playful shove.


“But it’s all the way over there,” Honey-Lemon pouted.


“Oh fine, ” GoGo relented.


“Private rooms,” said Honey-Lemon with a naughty grin on her face, “Just think of the possibilities .” GoGo shook her head in dry amusement. Her best friend’s severe lack of personal boundaries had long ceased to surprise her.


“Actually, that was something that I wanted to talk to you about,” said GoGo, slightly hesitant.


“Talk about what?” Honey-Lemon asked casually.


“About the… uh… you know… the possibilities ,” said GoGo awkwardly. It took Honey-Lemon a full 2.47 seconds to realise just what her friend was saying and upon comprehension there was a massive grin plastered all over her face.


“ Wow, that’s huge,” she said excitedly, “Wait, tonight? ”


“Yeah,” GoGo replied, keeping an excellent poker face.


“So tonight, you and Hiro are going to…?” Honey-Lemon’s voice trailed off and she actually blushed.


“Yes, tonight, Hiro and I are going to have sex, ” GoGo said bluntly, “So, I was wondering if you’d be able to keep the others out of the way for a couple of hours later tonight.”


“Yeah, I could do that,” said Honey-Lemon enthusiastically, “So what’s the plan? You’re just gonna drag him back here and mount him?”


“Yep,” GoGo replied, entirely deadpan, “That’s more or less the plan.” They laughed. “But you know,” she continued, “I was thinking this would be a good time to… do that. We’ve been together for a few months, it’s definitely serious and you can’t deny that the Swiss Alps certainly help set the mood. I was thinking, bring him back here, have a romantic fire lit, snuggle close to him “to keep warm” and then, how did you put it, ‘mount him’?”


“Simple, I like it,” said Honey-Lemon brightly before becoming slightly more serious. “Hey can I ask you something?”


“Shoot.”


“Do you ever have one of those moments where you think that someone is flirting with you but there’s also the possibility that they’re just being friendly?” she asked.


“Well, if I’m being honest I did have quite a few of those moments with Hiro actually,” GoGo replied with a small smile. “Is it Denise?” she asked suddenly, grinning wickedly at the crimson shade of colour that flooded into her friend’s cheeks. If anything, her grin widened when Honey-Lemon was unable to speak, too shy to do anything but slightly jerk her head in a nod. “If you’d like, I could, I dunno, talk to her, subtly angle the conversation to you, see where she’s at, that kind of thing. I mean, if you’d like,” GoGo offered.


“Can I get back to you on that?” she asked nervously.


“Sure,” GoGo said warmly, “But, if you want my advice, woman up and go for it. The worst that can happen is that she says no.”


“Anyway, that’s a problem for another day,” said Honey-Lemon firmly, putting a pin in that topic for the time being, “ Today, we’re working on your problem. For the first time being intimate with him you’re going to want to make an impression so let’s have you looking at your best.”


~o~O~o~


“You know, I’m less excited about this project than I was a few days ago,” Hiro grumbled. He’d been in the hotel’s sitting area for the past two hours working on the plans for Krei Tech’s new luxury watch and had exactly fifteen balls of scrunched up paper to show for it. It was driving him crazy.


“What’s the matter? Denise asked in the kind voice that indicated a near total lack of concern.


“It’s this watch thing,” Hiro replied, looking down at his empty paper, “I mean, over the past fifty years, tablets, watches and smartphones have all been stuffed with everything from music to a remote control for your car. What else can I add to this that won’t just come across as forced?”


“You’re entirely missing the point,” Denise scoffed while reading a Krei Tech financial report for the last quarter, “We’re making a watch simply to get a look at the company’s books. Besides, it’s just a product for corporate scumbags like me with more money than sense who buy things because they can. Seven years ago, Krei Tech sold a device that projected a holographic diamond for twenty-five thousand dollars each. All it did was literally project a holographic diamond, nothing else. There was no point to it. We sold out within the first week. So just make the damn thing look fancy and slap a vaguely European name on top of it and call it a day.”


“You’re a very cynical woman,” Hiro observed.


“I work at it,” she said coolly, “Anyway, why aren’t you with the other guys? Where are those knuckleheads anyway?”


“Fred and Wasabi are busy attempting to build the most perfect ski ramp that was ever constructed,” he answered, smirking slightly. “Wasabi has two doctorates.”


“Is that a criticism?” she asked.


“Not at all,” said Hiro, standing up and tossing away the paper, “That was me simply realising that Wasabi is much smarter than me. I think I’ll go join them. I know that you’re going to say no but manners dictate that I ask if you would care to accompany me. So, would you care to accompany me?”


“Not even remotely,” she replied, not even looking up from her reading.


“Thank god for small mercies,” said Hiro.


“A tiny little part of you was absolutely terrified that I was going to say yes, wasn’t there?” she asked.


“Oh god yes,” he said, grinning at her, “Now if you’ll excuse, I have a ski ramp to help construct.”


“Whoa, slow down, skippy,” said Honey-Lemon, practically gliding into the room, “You’re not going anywhere yet. GoGo was looking for you before. She said something about needing to talk to you.”


“Do you know where she is?” he asked.


“Yeah, I think she’s back in her room,” Honey-Lemon replied.


“Alrighty then, I guess I’ll go see what she wants then,” Hiro said, “Could you let Wasabi and Fred know I’ll be a little late?”


“For some reason I seriously doubt that,” she muttered.


“What was that?” Hiro asked.


“Oh nothing, nothing at all,” she said quickly, “Now run along.” Hiro gave her bemused look before leaving the room. “I know something he does not,” she said in a sing-song voice the second that he was out of earshot.


“What are you up to?” Denise asked, actually looking up from her paperwork, “You look like the cat in the cream.


“Oh don’t be so suspicious, Denise,” Honey-Lemon said brightly, “I’m a naturally cheerful person. Everybody knows that.”


~o~O~o~


Knock! Knock!


“It’s unlocked,” GoGo called out. The door opened to reveal Hiro. He paused at the threshold when he noticed the roaring fireplace. Exactly two nanoseconds later, he realised that his attention should be focused on the fact that GoGo was lying on the bed, posed rather provocatively. He stood rooted to the spot for several seconds until she rolled her eyes and said, “Are you going to close the door and join me or are you just going to stand there like a guppy at feeding time all night?”


“Uh, yeah, sure,” he mumbled before closing the door and making his way to the foot of the bed before standing completely still.


“Are you joining me?” GoGo asked before patting the mattress, “Come on, it’s okay.” At a positively glacial pace, Hiro climbed onto the mattress and she pulled him close so she pressed against him. “Are you alright?” she asked, “I can feel your heart beating. It’s going a mile a minute.”


“Yeah, yeah, I’m fine,” he said quickly, “Just ah… What’s happening?”


“Let me give you a hint,” she said before kissing him on the mouth. It was a serious kind of kiss, far deeper and more lingering than any of their previous kisses. Eventually she broke it. “Figured it out yet?” Hiro swallowed nervously.


“I think I’m starting to,” he said.


“Are you okay with this?” she asked, wanting to make sure that he was comfortable with taking this step.


“Definitely,” he replied, “Just… nervous. You know… I haven’t ever done this so it’s just…” His voice trailed off. She grinned and kissed him again.


“It’s going to be fine,” she assured him before taking his hands in hers and moving them towards her waist. She then manipulated his fingers so that he was gripping the hem of her shirt. She then chuckled when he did nothing. “Are you going to take off my shirt?” she asked, “I know it’s your first time but this is a two person thing so come on. Take it off.” Her attitude about the whole thing made Hiro laugh slightly. He was still nervous but she made him feel safe.


“Alright then,” he said and he slowly and deliberately pulled the shirt up and over her head. She tossed the shirt off to the side and he couldn’t help but smile.


“What?” she asked.


“I think you’re beautiful,” he whispered before leaning down and kissing her again.


~o~O~o~


Please remember to review


Step One - Who Will Rebuild San Fransokyo?
Chapter Summary


Skylark's employer makes his move.


Chapter Nine: Step One - Who Will Rebuild San Fransokyo?


Katherine Skylark was a woman of unyielding will. If she wanted something, she would move Heaven, Earth and Hell in order to get it. She would never be denied what she felt what she was owed.


Which is why she was currently in a submersible that was rapidly descending to the bottom of San Fransokyo’s harbour. Did it bother her that her actions would lead to the deaths of hundreds, possibly thousands of people? Not for a single, solitary second. She knew that with every breath that she took, around the world, many would take their last, so what did it matter if it happened to be because of her doing? People were going to die anyway, so why not the people of San Fransokyo?


Tap.


She could feel the small impact as her aquatic craft made contact with the ocean floor and smiled. Back in the previous century, during the 1920s… or possibly the 1930s (in all honesty, she was never really that attentive in modern history class), massive earthquakes and tsunamis absolutely annihilated the entire city of San Francisco. That’s what you get for building a major city on a major fault line, she thought to herself. Reconstruction was only possible due to the massive number of Asian immigrants who stepped forward to help and the city was renamed as a gesture of both gratitude and fraternity, joining the two cultures together and ending much of the senseless hatred and bigotry that had existed previously. With the flick of a switch, she released the submersible’s cargo.


As she watched it move into position, she idly wondered who would help rebuild the city this time around.


“My money’s on the Russians,” she said out loud, “After what happened to Moscow, they need all the good press they can get.”


“What was that?” Howard asked over the radio.


“Ah, don’t worry about it,” she replied, “Just thinking out loud. Now let’s do this thing.”


~o~O~o~


“You’re up early.” Wasabi looked up from his work to see Fred swagger into the sitting area.


“Couldn’t sleep,” he replied, “So I thought that I’d take another crack at Sentinel. I know that I’m close, really, really close but there’s just some small bits of code that I… just… can’t… get to work.”


“Dude,” Fred said sympathetically, “I wish I could help.”


“Don’t worry about it,” Wasabi replied, “I’m sure that I’ll figure it out eventually. It’s just the fact that I’m so freaking close that’s getting to me.” Fred looked at his watch. 6:14 a.m.


“Okay then,” he said, “I’ve got an idea then. You’re gonna get it eventually, we all know that so why not put your mind to a more pressing matter?”


“Like what?”


“Like the fact that we’re at the Swizz Alps and we just built a humongous ski ramp last night that’s in dire need of being tested,” Fred answered, “Plus the fact that we’re not meeting with those watch people until midday meaning that we have hours to kill.” Wasabi’s face lit up at the suggestion.


“You know what?” he said, “That’s not a half bad idea.”


~o~O~o~


There was something different when Hiro woke up. Among other things, he realised that he normally didn’t go to sleep in the nude but that wasn’t all that was different. He was still a little drowsy so it took him several seconds but, after slightly lifting his head up from his pillow, he noticed that he was not alone. Someone else was in the bed with him. Or, more accurately, his arms were currently wrapped around a rather small person with short dark hair with a streak of purple running through it. Suddenly, it hit him like a thousand volts of electricity.


GoGo was in his bed. GoGo Tomago was in his bed. The amazing, smart, cool, incredibly confident, sexy, sarcastic GoGo Tomago was in his bed. She was in his bed and he was naked. A quick glimpse under the covers revealed that she was in the same state of undress. He stole another quick peak at her and then suddenly the entire night came flooding back.


He, Hiro Hamada had just had sex with GoGo.


His head collapsed back against the pillow and he let out a small laugh, quiet so as to not disturb… GoGo. Yes, he wasn’t dreaming, she was still there and she let out a small, sleepy yet contented sigh.


He could remember it all, his near crippling nerves, the way that her half gentle teasing/half affectionate smile had put him at ease, the heat of her lips, the sensation of her tongue in his mouth, the excitement he felt as her clothes were slowly peeled off one layer at a time, the way that the firelight had danced across her bare skin, the weight of her body atop his, her skin against his, her wetness, her warmth, the sounds of her breathing, her quiet gasps and moans, her collapsing atop  him and finally the feeling of contentment as they slowly drifted to sleep, their bodies intertwined.


All in all, he concluded, it had been a pretty good night. Whilst he had theoretically understood the basic mechanics of it all, putting it into practice was another thing entirely. GoGo had been very patient with him as he figured it all out with only the occasional instruction or word of encouragement. Basic stuff really, where and how she liked to be kissed, what felt good for her, what felt good for him, where and how he liked to be kissed… He liked that bit.


She stirred, letting out another sigh and her eyes slowly opened. She smiled drowsily at him and said, “Hey.”


“Hey, yourself,” he replied, gently caressing the side of her face with two fingers.


“Sleep okay?” she asked.


“Yeah,” he replied, “Very, very okay. You?”


“Very, very okay,” she echoed before leaning in for a kiss that went deeper and deeper and before too long they had moved so that she was lying flat on her back with him on top her, a complete reversal of the previous night. She grinned up at him. “This is a nice change of pace from last night,” she teased, “You seem a bit more confident. Although don’t get too cocky, Casanova, that was only your first time.”


“Duly noted,” he replied, repositioning himself between her legs when…


Suddenly the adjoining door swung inward.


“Are you two knuckleheads decent?” Honey-Lemon asked as she glided in to the room. GoGo immediately threw Hiro to the side and grabbed the partially discarded blanket to cover herself. Despite her firm, unyielding grip, Hiro managed to pull some of the blanket to protect his modesty. “Still at it?” she noted dryly, “Passions of new love and all that I suppose.”


Resigned to the fact that since Honey-Lemon was present any possibility of continuing their… previous activity, Hiro asked her, “Is there a reason that you’re here or did you just feel like chatting?”


“Oh don’t be so embarrassed,” she said, laughing at his discomfort, “I’ve been roommates with both of you at some point so it’s nothing I haven’t seen. Anyway, I thought you should know that any minute, Fred and Wasabi are going to come up the stairs and start banging on your door as they want you to you to come check out their, and I’m quoting here, “totally bitchin’ ski ramp.” I just assumed that you’d rather not have that conversation in flagrante delicto.”


“Quit showing off your education,” GoGo grumbled, “Let them know that we’ll be down soon. Do not let them come up here.” With a bit of a mocking wink, Honey-Lemon quickly left the way that she came. Hiro groaned in irritation before climbing off the bed and searching for his clothes. “What do you think you’re doing?” GoGo asked.


“I suppose I’m getting dressed,” Hiro replied.


“Not likely,” she said sternly, throwing off the covers that had previously been concealing her, spreading herself across the mattress quite provocatively and giving him a very pointed look, “I told her to tell them that we’d be down soon. Soon as in later. Back here, now.”


“Yes, ma’m,” he said before walking back towards her.


~o~O~o~


It was an act of pure hubris to build a major city on top of a well-known potential disaster. After Pompeii, all of mankind should have learned a very simple lesson: stand to close to the fire and you will get burned. Sadly, collectively, humans are not the quickest of learners when it comes to potential disasters. After all, if something can potentially happen, it could potentially not happen as well and why waste time trying to prevent something that might not happen?


The device that had been discreetly placed at the bottom of the San Fransokyo bay silently activated.


It was subtle at first but suddenly the tremors started to increase in strength and violence.


Once they were done, the waves started.


~o~O~o~


 “I didn’t think it could get better before,” Hiro said, lazily tracing his fingers along GoGo’s spine, causing her to sigh softly in satisfaction, “But, wow, that was pretty good.”


“You’ve seen nothing yet,” she mumbled into the mattress before rolling over onto her back so she could face him, touching her fingers to the side of his face. “I really don’t want to be the voice of reason here,” she said, “As much as I’d like to go for another round, we really do need to get up. We have a busy day ahead of us.”


“It’s probably for the best,” Hiro agreed, “I don’t think I could do another without a blood transfusion anyway.” He kissed her on the lips. “There’s just one problem.”


“What’s that?” she asked.


“We have to get up,” he said simply.


“That is a problem,” she replied before, for the second time that morning, the door swung inward.


“Get dressed,” said Honey-Lemon sharply, her previous levity gone, replaced with something that Hiro could only describe as dread. He and GoGo both retreated for the safety of their blanket, covering themselves.


“What’s wrong?” GoGo asked, noting the rather dramatic change in her friend’s demeanour.


“You need to see this,” Honey-Lemon said, turning on the room’s television which suddenly displayed a scene of pure, unbridled carnage.


“… we’re still receiving information but we have at least five hundred deaths, almost certainly more. For those just tuning in, this is San Fransokyo, eleven-fifteen p.m. local time. What we’re looking at right now is where the Golden Gate Bridge used to stand. There’s one of the support columns… Oh my god, there’s someone down there.”


“What the hell’s happened?” Hiro asked in shock, no longer caring about Honey-Lemon’s intrusion.


“San Fransokyo was hit by a huge earthquake,” she replied, pausing, still not fully able to process what had happened, “It was followed by a series of massive tsunamis. A… Oh God… Ah, a huge portion of the city is lost.”


“Aunt Cass!” Hiro shouted in horror, “She’s in town!” Not caring about his lack of clothing, he sprinted over to where his phone was charging.


“I already tried,” Honey-Lemon interrupted, “Nothing’s getting through, all of the towers have to be down.”


“Oh, god,” Hiro breathed.


“Baymax is there,” GoGo said firmly, “He’ll look after her.”


“We have to go,” Hiro said urgently.


“Denise has already cancelled the meeting,” Honey-Lemon informed them, “The plane leaves in just over an hour so get dressed.”


~o~O~o~


Cass slowly attempted to push the rubble off of her but the weight of it all was simply too much for her to support.


She was hurt, that much she knew. Part of the Lucky Cat Café’s ceiling had collapsed onto her as had a support column, pinning her to the floor. She was also fairly certain that both of her legs were broken and her right arm wasn’t in much better shape. She violently coughed out a mixture of dust, blood and spit, the motion causing the debris to further dig into her side.


“Help me,” she managed to gasp, “Is anyone there?”


Her vision started to dim.


~o~O~o~
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